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POEMS. 



CONTEMPLATION. 

The day shines brightly, yet I feel 

No joy in all its bright array ; 
To lonely shades I musing steal, 

From busy scenes of life away ; 
The voiceless flowers — the breezes mute — 
The murm'ring stream, my feelings suit. 
And wrapt in tranquil ease I stray, 
Nor mark the path that points the way. 

A thousand soft emotions rise, 

That charm the mind, and cheer the soul, 
And gild the dull realities, 

Life's sure companions to its goal. 
Unfettered thoughts, like night birds plume, 
And shake their wings to hail the gloom. 
And pour the soft harmonious lay, 
Unmeet the ear of gaudy day. 

A 
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IMPROMPTU. 

On being asked which of ttoo great singers' voices I admired most. 

Her^a seemed to melt in liquid notes from heav*n, 
Stealing the soul of ev'ry thought away ! 

Uis struck the chord of ev'ry sense that's giv*n, 
Awaking feeling, love, and ecstasy ! 



SOLITUDE. 

Tell me what 'tis to be alone 1 

It is when dearest friends are gone. 
And the heart's bounding throb of joy 
Is still, and nought our thoughts destroy ; 
When silence palls the heart like night, 
The deeper for the late delight ; 
And even the very flow'rs seem 
To miss, and mourn, the solar beam ; 
Hanging their heads, so late erect. 
As if with melancholy decked ; 
Their eyes all wet, as though they guessed 
The sorrow that the soul oppressed ; 
And with their tears, and trembling sighs. 
Betrayed their sad, sweet sympathies. 



Solitude. 



Ask woman's heart of solitude ; 

Seek it, when silent feeling, 
Racked by some deep disquietude, 
Her life and peace are stealing. 
Mark the blank look, and listless air — 
Th' envenomed worm caroding there ; 
When the last hope her bosom cherished, 
Her last, lone hope — for over's perished ! 
When o'er the world despair's unfurled, 
And a huge desert seems the world ; 
Bright as her splendid halls may be. 
Dull, lifeless, is their pageantry ; 
Seeking, she turns to ev'ry smile, 

A ray of sympathy to win. 
And rouse, to share the mirth awhile, 
The broken spirit cold within. 



'Mid thousands gay, accounted one. 

Still — still, she feels alone — alone ! 

The music of the festive hall — 

The peerless beauties of the ball — 

Their jewelled splendour — rank and grace — 

Win not a smile from that sad face ! 

A joyless languor in her eye ! 

A breaking heart in ev'ry sigh ! 

Her only pleasure in such mood. 

To woo the haunts of solitude, 

And feed her cankered spirit, on 

The memories of joys long gone ! 
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• 

Solitude's most keenly felt 
By the hearts which soonest melt. 
Lively, social, gay, and warm, 
Life unshared has scarce a charm, 
The exile in his banishment. 

Will know the feeling well ; 
For then, within his bosom pent. 
His yearning wishes swell. 
And gleam, and fade. 
Like sun, and shade, 
Over a desert fell. 
His heart, uncheered by friendship's cordial balm. 
To tempests loosed, or dead in listless calm ! 
There, in some blank and bleak recess, 
Environed by the wilderness. 
He dwells — isolate, chilFd — forlorn, — 
Mourning the day when he was born ; 
And sighing for the hour to come. 
When he shall rest within the tomb ! 



Few hearts there are, whatever their bliss, 
But have felt, or may feel, like this ! 
Though swiftly pass the winged hours, 
Like humming-birds o'er Eden flowers, 
Too soon a night of sorrow comes. 
No more are seen their dazzling plumes, — 
For splendid scenes when lately viewed, 
Deepen succeeding solitude ; — 



To a Butterfly, 5 



As, after gazing on the sun, 
All things seem dark we look upon ; 
The gay, and beautiful, and bright, 
Enveloped in apparent night ! 



TO A BUTTERFLY. 

Thou gaudy insect ! fickle wanderer ! 

Thou art a living flower on the wing ; 
A wild voluptuary, and reveller, 

A gay deceiver, coy, and plundering, 
Thou lov'st to be the tenant of a bower, 

But just to kiss the virgin blossom's there, 
Then with capricious humour onward scour. 

To win the wild flowers* hearts, and nothing care. 

Thou child of sun and shower ; surpassing fair ! 

The texture of thy wings — how elegant ! 
None of the insect beauties can compare 

With thy enchanting form and ornament. 
Queen of the vagrant tribes — ^thou gorgeous fly ! 

Cease — cease awhile thy restless, wav'ring flight, 
That I may closer view thy radiant dye, 

And on thy matchless glories feast my sight. 

What crystal orbs bestud thy little head ! 

Twin stars of wondrous light and magnitude ! 
Thy brilliant vesture is a gold brocade, 

Richer than Solomon's, when Sheba stood^ 



Poems. 

W • ■ I ■ ■ I. ■ I - III. ■ , I .-^. I .I-.-— ■ _ .1 - ■ I 

And with dismay beheld his kingly pride, 

Seeking, with fainting heart, and downcast eyes, 

Her vaunted specimens of wealth to hide, 
As all unmeet to offer one so wLse. 

Where is thy home ? for I for ever see, 

When sunshine gilds the meadows and parterre, 
Thy busy figure flit from tree to tree. 

Holding a secret gossip here and there ; 
What is thy banquet ? where thy treasure stored ? 

Does no cell house thee when thy labour's done ? 
Thou canst not always feast ? thou hast a hoard ? 

Where is thy scrip, thou pilgrim of the sun ? 

Dost know, that while thou sipp'st thy cup of dew, 

Thou shar'st the fate of all of living breath ? 
Thou lead'st a life of pleasure, it is true. 

But thou must yield thee to the scythe of death ; 
And he, invisible, above thee flies. 

Watching thy gambols full of grace and fun ; 
And when thy soaring wings all careless rise. 

He'll seize his prey, and thus thy thread be spun. 

Type of the human soul — I'll style thee so, — 

Fresh from the tomb, all happy, bright and free, 
Thou issuest, to taste the joys below ; 

A creature, full of life and liberty. 
Such garments fold about thy tiny form. 

As angels may display when newly dressed, 
Which, though the drapVy of a humble worm. 

Are the gay liv'ry of a being blessed. 



The Sunbeam and the Earth. 



THE SUNBEAM AND THE EARTH. 

A SUNBEAM; dazzling, warm, and fair, 

Long in his palace shining, 
Being tired of the glory there, 

Was on a cloud reclining, 
When gazing from his radiant bowei*s. 
He spied, just formed, this world of ours. 

All nature's gifts combining. 



Enamoured of the beauteous thing 
Which no foul touch had blighted, 

He tipp'd with brighter gold his wing. 
And on the globe alighted ; 

The planet blushed and fairer grew, 

As o'er each new-born grace he threw 
His love and praise united. 



" Now tell me, fairest," whispered he, 
" What reason is there given. 

Why man, thy destined lord to be. 
Aspires to other heaven ? 

For my part I could linger here. 

Nor seek again my native sphere. 



Till the bright orb be riven." 
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" What wondrous work thy wreaths of green ! 

What gems bedeck thy tresses ! 
What lucid zephyrs fan my queen, 

As on her path she presses ! 
What flowing marvel girds thee round, 
A sapphire robe, with roses bound, 

Thy lovely form caresses ! " 

The earth replied in accents sweet, 
While fragrance waked from sleeping, — 

" Tis true the mighty plan's complete. 
And Love the watch is keeping \ 
But soon — ay now, the trumpets sound, 

Man rises from the quickened ground. 
While nature hails him weeping.*' 

" Behold the potent conqueror come, 

While angel hosts are singing 
Loud songs from yon celestial dome, 

Where heav*n with joy is ringing ; 
And peace and righteousness have met, 
The crown upon his head to set, 

Thit truth and hope are bringing." 

" What deep emotions thrill my breast ! 

Love, fear, and joy contending ! 
For 'mid the wondrous scene so blest, 

A subtle spirit's wending — 



Hope. 

Bright as thy mantle— -swift as thou, 
He glides, with specious tongue, and brow, 
The mighty scene commending. 

" Alas ! what visions fill my eyes ; 

Sin, pain, and death are reigning ; 
Man falls ! — and all creation lies 

With voice of woe complaining \ 
The tempter's skill has duly wrought. 
The ruin he so subtly sought 

By cunning, craft, and feigning." 

The planet ceased, and, turning, sought 
To hide her tears fast streaming ; 

But the bright drops the sunbeam caught, 
And bore them heav*nward beaming ; 

Bade them shine there, to cheer her on. 

T* illume her path when he was gone — 
Founts of light for ever gleaming. 



HOPE. 



From whence the rapture which I feel 
Through all my nature rushing ? 

The heart's quick beat ? the senses reel ? 
The cheeks' enkindled blushing ? 

Like the bright glowing of the east. 

When morn appears, hope gilds my \wc%^&\». 



lO Poems. 

Where is the cloud whose threat'uing gloom 
Cast its deep shadow o'er me ? 

Masking the sunshine of my home ? 
Darkening the path before me ? 

The trembling tongue, the anxious fear ? 

The rending sigh — the bursting tear ? 

I knelt — my prayer was still and brief, 

Like burning lava glowing ; 
The fiery current of my grief, 

A silent fountain flowing ; 
Parched were my quivering lips, and cleft — 
" Thy will be done," I t\oughty and wept ! 

Hope ! gentle hope ! then from my heart 
Bose quickly heavenward springing ; 

Like a fair bird with wings apart. 
Amid the tempest singing ; 

Soft o'er my mind its music stole. 

And soothed the anguish of my soul ! 



TO A VASE OF FLOWERS. 

Are they sighs of sorrow, my sweet flowers ! 

That with your fragrant breath you waft me up ? 
You never more will see day*s sunny hours, 

But languish life away in that fair cap. 



Song — True Love. ii 



With loving, eager hand I snapt your stems, 
With all their blossoms wet with dew of mom, 

Nor deemed the trembling drops like flashing gems. 
Were tears of silent grief that you were torn. 

Sweet flowers ! — ah, many maids there are like you, 
Snatched from their native shades, that for a while 

Drink deep of pleasure's gilded cup, and nie 
The false allurement of her fatal smile ! 

Then 'tis not due to me such incense sweet, 

*Twas / who caused your drooping forms to mourn, 

Who thought your bright eyes glistened to entreat, 
That I would bear your boughs my room t' adorn. 

Oh ! you are like fair martyrs in your death. 
Bowing your lovely heads to those who slay ; 

Returning good for ill, with latest breath. 
And, with your souls serene, passing away. 



SONG— TRUE LOVE. 

Oh, say the words, ** I love thee," 
And my heart is wholly thine. 

But while thine eyes plead only, 
I may not respond with mixxft \ 
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Hadst thou felt the fond emotion, 
Through thy manly bosom thrill, 

Thou could'st not but have spoken. 
And confessed against thy will. 

Thfty bid me not to love thee, 

And attack thy tender fame, 
And look with scorn upon me. 

If I only breathe thy name ; — 
But let them count thy errors, 

And point out every one, 
I shall not sooner see them. 

Than the spots upon the sun ! 

I feel no doubt within me. 

When thou art by my side ; 
But when thou'rt absent from me 

My feelings I cannot hide ; 
Hope spreads her ruffled pinions 

For fairer clime to start. 
She may soar to distant regions 

But will nestle in my heart ! 
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ON VISITING A SISTER'S TOMB. 

Cannanortf 1850. 

Sister, I'm here 1 beside thy death-bed weeping ! 

Awake ! arise ! behold thy loved one mourn ! 
Didst thou not bid me come ? then why thus sleeping ? 

Grave ! give up thy dead ! Dust ! to dust return ! 

Hark ! dost thou hear the holy angels speaking, 
Whose sighs, and tears, are mingling here with mine? 

Kise, gentle one 1 my faithful heart is breaking, 
For memory's shadows dim thy hallowed shrine ! 

Here, by thy side, thy little ones are bending. 
Lowly and mournful ! silence marks their grief ; 

A solemn awe, with infant wonder blending, 

Chills their young hearts, and finds in tears, relief. 

Swift o'er the purple wave my ship came gliding, 
Nor doubt nor danger marr'd the fav'ring breeze ; 

Hope threw her rainbow o'er the storm subsiding, 
And smoothed the restless pathway of the seas. 

Bvit when I viewed fair India's shores before me. 
And marked her stately hills, majestic rise, 

Fear chained my tongue — a secret dread came o'er me. 
Lest I might reach the goal, yet lose the prize I 
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And thus unerring Wisdom had decreed it ! 

Gone was my Emma ! ay ! for ever gone ! 
A husband's love could not arrest the edict, 

Death's faithful angel bore the summons on. 

And thou didst smile, nor faint at such a meeting, 
But with seraphic meekness bowed thy head, 

And deeming all the joys of life as fleeting, 

Took up thy lamp, and through the valley sped ! 

Blest be the hands that soothed thy dying anguish ! 

Blest be the hearts that hold thy mem'ry dear ! 
May nought of all their dearest treasures languish. 

Nor grief, like mine extract the fruitless tear ! 

And thou ! — rest here ! — until that solemn morning. 
When the loud trump shall quicken ev'iy clod ; 

Tlien come thou forth — His bridal robes adorning. 
Thy pure and ransomed soul, to meet thy God. 



FIREFLIES. 

Oh, the fireflies ! oh, the fireflies ! 
They rival heaven's starlit skies ; 
Myriads floating in the air. 
Now flashing here, now sparkling there, 
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They rise — they fall — they dart — they glide — 

'Tis their lantern feast at eventide ; 

The fragrant solitudes they seek, 

Peopling the silent groves and creek ; 

Skimming the plain and reedy cove, 

Tn countless brilliant points they rove ; 

Glancing amid the gloomy trees. 

Like a mute swarm of burning bees ; 

Meteor-like, with vivid glare, 

Sweeping, blazing, everywhere ; 

Swift from out the depths appearing, 

Down, and up, in mad careering ; 

Or wild with sport, or urged by ire. 

On — on they rush a tide of fire ; 

Beautiful creatures ! Israel's host. 
Could of its fiery pillar boast, 
But these, to guide them through the dark. 
Bear on each breast a tiny spark. 

With wonder struck, we stand to view 

Such a glorious revelation ; 
Nor sun, nor moon, has ought to do 

With their living lights' creation ; 
Heaven-lit lamps for purpose wise. 
All independent of the skies ; 
Bright, wondrous denizens of night, 
Evolving with self-kindling light ; 
Luminous bodies, circling round 
In geometric laws profound, 
They star the sky, or dot the ground \ 
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Or, quiv'ring on the bouglis and stems, 
They flash like ocean's liquid gems, 
Nor can the diamond's bright beam, 
Outshine the lustre of their gleam ; 
Dazzling as lightning's fervid dart. 
From out the blackness forth they start. 
Wheeling, in bright fantastic game, 
Their glitt'ring torches all aflame, 
Ere from the nectrine buds they sip 
The luscious sweets that court their lip, 
Spangling the trees and shady bow'r, 
With a mysterious golden show'r. 

Oh ! who can keep their startling pace ? 
Who their tortuous path can trace ? 
Who can view without devotion. 
Such living suns in constant motion, 
Knowing each tiny spark we see. 
Burns with the fire of Deity ? 
Is fraught with life — ^nor life in vain — 
But forms a link in nature's chain ; 
And while we gaze, and ponder so, 
Teaches a moral lesson too. 
That, when affliction brings us night. 
Our oil should bum — our lamps be bright — 
And howsoever deep the gloom. 
Their light should all our path illume. 
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THE GARLAND. 

Who'll wear the rosy wreath I wove ? 

Who'll bind my garland fair ? 
*Tis made of buds from Hope and Love, 

And all the bright are there, 
Lovely flowers newly born ! 
Beauteous blossoms of the morn ! 
Who'll wear my garland ? 

Come ! let me place it on your brow, 
Where beams of sunshine rest ; 

On mine — 'twere like the radiant bow 
Upon a dark cloud's breast ; 

All its loveliness you'd see 

Change to smiles of mockery, 
Come ! try my garland ! 

Yes — once I wore the charming ring, 
And the bright thing cherished ; 

But it was all of flowers of spring, 
And so, too quickly perished ; 

These are summer's choicest flowers, 

CuU'd amidst its brightest hours. 
There ! there's my garland ! 

Oh, take and keep it ; long may you 
The blooming circlet wear ; 

B 
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And each sweet blossom bear the hue 

Of all your heart meets here ; 
But should you the fmil gift decline, 
Because you*d wear the crown divine,- 
Farewell, my garland ! 



HOMEWARD BOUND. 

Oh, to behold my native land once more ! 

To clasp my loved ones in a fond embrace ! 
To hear their voices sweet, and o'er and o*er 

Each new expanded feature proudly ti*ace ; 
To view them all complete, a fairy ring 
Of joyous, beauteous blossoms in their spring ! 

Has Love prepared me such a cup as this ? 

Me — the poor wandVer from my dovelets* nest ? 
Has life a purer joy, a heav'nlier bliss. 

Than the maternal rapture of my breast ? 
Fill — ^fill, ye barque, your white, distended sails, 
And fly with eagle speed through favoring gales. 

No faded tints portray the glowing past ; 

No dull reflection damps my ardour's flame ; 
Vivid I hold the treasured memories fast. 

And, as in days gone by, the scene's the same ; 
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An angel-group the little band appears, 
Their eyes all bright with smiles — mine dim with 
tears. 

What though fair India draw my parting sighs? 

And friendship kindles grateful retrospect % 
My heart leaps onward to my native skies, 

With all its loosened founts of love, unchecked — 
And, when the stormy jets of ocean play. 
Love sees the mimic rainbows in their spray. 



THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 

Let me tell ye your fortune, dear lady, to-day, 
And I'll tell ye a fortune ye wouldn't gainsay ; 
1*11 read ye a page from the big book of Fate, 
And I'll tell o' yer love, an' I'll tell o' yer hate ; 
But first cross my palm with ten strokes o' a shilling, 
And I'll tell where he lives, and his name, if ye're 

willing. 
But its sorrow the luck if I handle no gold. 
And evil's the spae when the siller's untold 1 
If ye'U show me yer hand, by the star o' yer birth, 
I'll promise ye heaven, and I'll promise ye earth ! 
Ye've a fair, lucky face, and the secret I'll show, 
A king would be glad to give kingdoms to know ! 
Bestow me a sixpence, and learn o' yer lot. 
And I'll show ye a fortune a queen hasn't got ! 
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Here are lines of fair destiny, lady, I see, 
Though some troubles, and crosses will pass over ye. 
You will soon from yer home with another depart. 
Who closer than brother is near to yer heart. 
There's that long a coming that soon will be brought, 
By which two will be one by a circle o' nought^ 
When the bridals ye'll wear, and the bride-cake be 
bought. 

YeVe a secret that lies in the core o' yer heart, 
That ye would, and would not, to another impart ; — 
A letter ye'll get that will bring ye great news. 
And that soon will be followed by him ye will choose- 
Three great rivers ye'll pass, and a journey ye'll take, 
And a tie ye will form, that ye never can break. 
There's a cross in yer lot, and a wish that is vain. 
And the death of a kinsman, whose loss will be gain. 
When handfuls of silver, and bagfuls of gold, 
Will lift ye for ever from hunger and cold. 

YeVe an enemy, lady, as dark as she's fair, 
Who will put the law on ye, and try for a share, 
But ye'll stand on yer rights, and the cause ye will 

win, 
Though the scales will but turn by the weight of a 

pin. 
The rest of yer days will be happy ; ye'll see 
Your children, and grand-children, climb round yer 

knee. 
Fair lady, I've done — Heaven's blessing to ye ! 
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TO THE SEA. 

On ! for such thoughts as now could mirror thee, 
Thou beautiful — thou pure and lovely sea ! 
Grasping the earth with a resistless hand, 
Thou art her conqueror in ev^ry land. 
Girding her islands, kissing soft her feet, 
Whispering in lovers' tones thy * sighs * so sweet. 
Hland, courteous, gay, with rich and broad estate, 
Thou com'st to woo, as sure to fascinate. 
Specious, insidious, is thy fair address, 
Bowing, with master art, to loveliness. 
Brightly she smiles and meets thy bold advance. 
Dressed in her richest robe t* attract thy glance. 
With graceful courtesy she bids thee stay. 
Nor, with capricious fancy, farther stray \ 
Holds thee at bay, yet suffers thee to creep 
Into her very heart, and there to keep \ 
Spreads wide her ample capes, beneath whose shade 
Are marble grot« for thy retirement made ; 
And, mindful of thy dues and royal right, 
Pours forth her crystal tides with prompt delight ; 
Making her fountains play, her springs give birth, 
Her streamlets leap and dance to feed thy mirth ; 
Adorns her verdant halls with floral bloom, 
Loading thy healthful gales with sweet perfume ; 
And bidding ev'ry wood and welkin ring 
With joyous music till they laugh and sing. 
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Ah ! thus thou art, most potent sovereign ! 
When luird to listless life in beauty's chain. 
With dreamy softness all enchanting thou, 
Bright is thy azure eye and fair thy brow. 
Calm and majestic is thy air serene, 
Nor hair dishevell'd, nor a wrinkle seen ; 
Soft over thee celestial peace is shed, 
Heav'n's charming sheen reposing on thy bed. 
The weary sun lays by his sceptred state, 
And claims admittance at thy western gate ; 
Throws by his glowing robe and doffs his cap, 
And pours his golden treasures on thy lap ; 
And when the shades of night are round him drawn. 
And sleep has sealed him till to-morrow's dawn, 
The crescent moon, in silver armour drest. 
Stands sentinel to guai*d thy princely guest 
Then does thy lordly bosom swell with pride, 
Thy vassal waves, in merry pastime glide. 
Tones of soft music time their failling feet, 
And gentle breezes ev'ry motion greet. 
With loyal joy and triumph all elate, 
Behold ! thy palace vast illuminate. 
FilPd are its chambers dark with wondrous light — 
A flood of lamps in quick successive flight — 
As if the heav'nly hosts had left their throne, 
To bathe their wings in thy pellucid zone. 



O mighty deep ! O ocean, foul as fair ! 
Where are thy boasted virtues, tell me where ? 
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With flattering lips thou bidd'st thy victims come, 
And o'er thy wide dominions safely roam ; 
With courteous blandishments dispel their fear, 
Till o'er thy treach'rous path they boldly steer. 
But thy fair promises allure to slay ; 
Thy buoyant, gay demeanour to betray. 
Thy boasted wealth — the ill-begotten spoils 
Torn from thy trusting guests caught in thy coils ; 
The gallant ship, with all her precious freight. 
Awakes thy avarice and spurs thy hate ; 
Her brave crew see their danger, but, too late ! 
Thy breakers are at hand, thy quicksands near. 
Thy whirlpools' deadly thunder now they hear ; 
Clasped in thy giant arms, with bated breath. 
Or horror's piercing shriek, they sink to death ! 



Thou stormy despot ! thou voracious sea ! 
No power on earth can match or master thee. 
Let all thy legions loose, thy passions rage. 
Thy tow'ring strength with winds and storms engage. 
Lift up thy mountain waves ; with fury lash ; 
With foaming madness leap and bark and gnash ; 
With wild, demoniac laughter jeer the sky, 
Shooting thy snow-topp'd atlases on high ; 
While at their base a yawning chasm whirls. 
And, like a monster serpent, twists and twirls, 
Till, as a feather toss'd in summer streams, 
ITie quiv'ring ship within its vortex seems. 
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Let all thy engines work thy tyrant will, 

One voice aUme can whisper, " Peace, he still I " 

He only^ who thy vast dominions made. 

Can curb thy rage, and bid thy storms be stayed. 



CAPITAL PUKISHMENT. 

Hearken, ye rulers of the state, 

Whose weal and woe ye sway ; 
Look well to what you legislate, 

And ere you sanction, weigh. 
One law still dims our country's code, 

Revolting — savage — vain — 
Remnant of ages dark and rude. 

When flourished terror's reign ! 



The law, the nation's majesty, 

The people's best defence. 
Was framed by human policy 

For punishing offence ; 
To guard the precious rights of men- 

Of life especially ; 
And mix with justice, mercy ^ when 

There's cause for clemency. 
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Government's th' exercise of law ; 

Law, its defence and sword ; 
To keep aggressors in its awe, 

And justice to accord ; 
Virtue should all its basis be — 

Mercy its judgment seat. 
More friend than scourge t' humanity — 

Prompt evil to defeat. 

Armed with sovereign authority 

In cap, and bands, and gown, 
With learning's sage sobriety, 

It represents the crown ; 
The criminal with murder stained, 

Detected, tried, contemned. 
Before its tribunal arraigned, 

Is solemnly condemned. 

N 

" Blood for blood," the people say, 

" All right, he so deserved ; 
He took another's life away, 

And so he's justly served." 
Oh ye enlightened of the land. 

Say, do they rightly view 
The meaning of that great command — 

" Thou shall NO murder do f " 

Should legal pow'r, however high. 
Adopt the culprit's act, 



26 Poems, 

Take life for life — an eye for eye — 

A soul for soul, in fact, 
Twas so, I grant, by Israel done. 

To save by works intent ; 
But not so taught the blessed Son, 

Whose maxim was repent 1 

He taught that man should turn from guUtj 

And live to expiate, 
Man's blood should not by man be spilt 

For crime at any rate. 
That he should steal no more who stole — 

That God alone should smite — 
And the undying, precious soul. 

No human hand should blight ! 

In dark and heathen lands, they slay 

The erring, helpless slave ; 
Without a form — without delay. 

He's hurried to the grave j 
And if you, shudd'ring, question why 

So foul a deed they do. 
They, unabashed, will cool reply, 

It is their custom too. 

Oh, let our legislature find 

More fitting punishment ; 
The culprit's pow'r of mischief, bind 

By penal banishment ; 
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But let the sacred life be free, 
Free, till God^s time expires — 

Nor hurry, by blind man's decree, 
A soul to endless fires ! 

When cruel man his brother slays, 

God sees, and turns away ; 
His bolt of vengeance He delays 

Until the judgment day. 
He cuts not down the barren tree, 

That it may yet bear fruit ; 
Nor blasts, if any wretch may be 

Half level with the brute. 

He spared the chief of sinful men. 

When death was in a nod ! 
He left him for repentance then. 

He — who betrayed his God ! 
Let man then imitate such love. 

Such mercy all sublime ! 
And let his guilty brother prove 

The blessedness of time I 



TO MY SOUL. 

Spirit of heaven — ^wrought excellence. 
My soul ! be still ! that I may see 
What thy mysterious spark can be ; 
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Whether the thoughts which sully thee on earth, 
Crusting thy godlike virtue from thy birth 
With foul corruptions, and impurity, 
Will, when thou quittest for eternity. 
Attend thy transit hence. 

Beam of light divine ! unquenchable ! 
Thou shinest as a distant star 
Viewed in thy deathless lustre far ; 
Thy wondrous power, and nature, none can know 
While they behold thy glory from below ; 
Beneath thy potent influence we ai-e, 
Blind, earthy worms that God's fair image mar 
While in the dust we dwell ! 



MY BOYISH DAYS. 

My boyish days are long past now, 
Time's silent chisel prints my brow 

With lines of care, and pain \ 
Love, hope, and joy, ray bosom friends. 
Are gone ! thus life's enchantment ends ! 

We ne'er shall meet again 1 

Yet though of them I am bereft. 
One dear companion still is left. 
That woos the shades of even ; 
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As, when day's choristers are flown. 
At night, one sits, and trills alone 
Her matchless strains to heav'n. 



Thus memVy now with folded wings, 
And sweet melodious pathos, sings 

Within my sheltering breast ; 
Unmindful of the gathered gloom. 
Warbles the dulcet song of Home, 

And charms my griefs to rest. 

•>■ 

Ah ! it was there without control 
A wild exuberance of soul 

Filled all my youthful mind ; 
Gay as a ship upon a sea, 
In summer sailing gallantly, 

I bowed before the wind. 



I gave no thought to death, or strife. 
Nor feared to lose a treasured life, 

Nor heeded Time's swift stream. 
But with a sense of jocund mirth. 
Enjoyed the gifts of mother Earth, 

With happiness supreme ! 

The river shone as rivers should. 
The walk was heav'nly through the wood ! 
The cuckoo's note was bliss ! 
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The nightingale's, a merry peal, 
That made me all enchanted feel, 
And think no song like his ! 

The summits of the elm, and beech, 
I'd fearless venture oft to reach, 

Rocked on their dizzy height ; 
From out their nest the fledglings draw. 
And laugh to hear the old bird caw 

In its maternal fright. 

The meadows green, all cowslipp'd o'er, 
And violet banks, I'd quite adore ; 

The harebell, primrose, thyme — 
With all the wild flow'rs of the grove, 
Would tempt my wand'ring steps to rove. 

And ev'ry hillock climb. 

And then into the sparkling brook. 
For tiny minnows I would look, 

And seize one, if I could ; 
And, when the gasping captive lay 
Within my hand a struggling prey, 

I thought the pastime good ! 

When light upon my slumber crept 
(And oh ! how soundly then I slept !) 

I leaped to hail the morn ; 
Hope's sweet illusions fired my breast, 
I spumed luxurious downy rest. 

And, fresh as newly born. 
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Bounded to where the heather blows, 
Or where the bubbling streamlet flows, 

Begirting loud the mill ; 
With sparkling eyes, and rosy cheek. 
Up to each idle, boyish freak. 

That piqued my childish skill. 

A whistle for my sister Kate — 

A boat for Tom he styled first rate — 

A kite, and perhaps a swing — 
Called forth my genius' handywork. 
And made me proud as any Turk, 

And happy as a king ! 

My school days glided quickly by 
(Employment always makes time fly) ; 

And then the holidays ! 
What glorious ecstasy was mine. 
To feel that liberty divine, 

For which the school-boy prays ! 

With racy appetite I drew 
From evVy manly sport I knew, 

Fresh pleasure every day ; 
The Christmas gambols, feast, and fuu — 
Bace, ball, boat, skating, bat, and gun — 

Oh, 'twas glorious play ! 

Thus youth passed by — a happy time ! 
Still ringing in my ears, a chime 
Of sweet familiar tone ! 
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Life never will, or can bestow 
A time so blest, and free from woe. 
As that delightful one ! 

Then manhood came with summer heat, 
And Folly took the vacant seat 

Of noble Wisdom's throne ; 
A thousand fond delusions cume, 
And went away again like flame, 

And still she ruled alone ! 

Ah ! it was thus for many years, 
A checkered lot of hopes and fears ; 

Of idle bliss, and pain ; 
When the soul drank its full delight, 
On Pleasure's gay and giddy height. 

Of all that's false and vain ! 

But now the sober hand of Truth 
Points forward to eternal youth — 

One never-fading morn ! 
Spring, Summer, Autumn — all are past. 
The Reaper's come ! the lot is cast ! 

The sickle's in the corn ! 
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TO A. B., Esq. 

Having been requested by him to inspect and report the 
qualities of a Horse offered for sale. 

Long ere this, my dear sir, youVe expected, of course, 
To receive my opinion of " Frolic," the horse, 
Which, with your permission, I'll now give in verse. 
But first the delay I must beg you'll excuse, 
And not set it down to the fault of the muse, 

I called Friday evening at Ap Jones's door. 

And found the poor creature was down on the moor. 

So I fixed on this morning his beauties to scan, 

And find out, if I could, all the drift of the man, 

** Catch a weasel asleep," said I, sharpening my wits, 

I can see through a millstone as soon as your cits ; 

No jockey was ever more clever at buying, 

Or detecting the ruse when a fellow was lying ; 

In assuming the air, and the cunning of age, 

The cool nonchxilance of the practical sage ; 

In fact 'tis impossible you could have chosen 

An agent more sharp had you picked from a dozen 1 

But enough of dear self, or you'll think at the least, 

That 'tis / in the market, and not the poor beast. 

Master ** Frolic " is then what a frolic should be. 
Good tempered, and innocent, gentle, and free ; 
With a quiescent look, and a tractable air, 
Obedient and docile, as we women are, 

C 
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And as to his points they are much on a par. 
Though in sooth I must say they're not of first class, 
Having traces, I fear, of the blood of the ass.* 
But his tail is a bustle of ponderous size, 
Such as modern belles aim at, and would not despise ; 
And his ears do not seem of Jack's family breed. 
They are short, and his eyes are as bright as a bead. 
His sire was — but pshaw ! who cares a whistle. 
If lord of the tui-f, or a Knight of the Thistle ; 
If member of commons, or a Spanish Don K — 
If you ask him, be sure he will answer you neigh. 
Whatever his pedigree, one thing is plain. 
That he's well won his spurs, and is good in the rnaniie. 
His head shows an aristocratic descent. 
And his neck, though not arched, is decidedly bent. 
That he's come to the years of discretion is shown, 
For some of his grinders are going — some gone ; 
And though, with a caper, he put on the bean, 
I suspect he has sown his wild oats long ago. 
His coat is a dun — a rough " Ulster " complete, 
Being shaggy and long, nearly down to his feet. 
His knees — there's the rub ! — a slight little scar 
May be seen upon one, nearly covered with hair. 
But the rogue declared stoutly the beast had Tho fall, 
It was only a scratch, and was nothing at all ; 
But I said, with a wink, " Don't tell 7w«, Mister Jones, 
You can cover his faults, if you cannot his bones ; 
Just show me his paces, and how he can trot ; 
I perceive — why he's lame, and not worth a groat 1 " 
'* Bless you, ma'am ! that is only a trick he has got 
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Such a judge as 1117 lady can tell at a glance, 
He is worth — " 

" Honi 8oit,** said I, " qui mcU y pense." 

With kind regards to Mrs B., 
And ditto from my chicks to Ley, 
And to yourself a kind farewell, 
Yours very truly, 

C. S. li. 



THE ROSE. 

The rose — ^the rose of matchless grace ! 
That best resembles woman's race ; 
It smiles, it weeps, it blushes too, 
And loses soon its lovely hue. 
With dewdrops glistening on its leaves. 
One fancies that it pouts and grieves ; 
And if in moss 'tis veiled with care 
It looks a hlondcy with golden hair. 
All conscious, 'tis supremely fair ! 
Or when in white it seeks to hide 
With modest blush, it looks a bride ! 
When damask robes its form enfold, 
'TIS then a queen withcrown of gold ! 
And if it amber vestments hath, 
Tis like an angel in our path ! 
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Whatever dress it may put on, 

It seems most fair to look upon. 

With eager joy 'tis fondly prest 

Against the warm and loving breast ; 

Torn by rude hands, 'twill droop, and pine ; 

In peaceful bowers, most gaily twine ; 

Breathes sweet perfume, and gently throws 

Attractive beauty where it blows ; 

It, graceful, bends to meet the storm ; 

Smiles, while its heart conceals the worm ; 

And when on couch of thorns 'tis tost, 

Tlien it may be admired the most, 

Kaising its beauteous head on high 

Above the sharpest destiny ; 

And giving dignity and grace. 

To the most bleak and barren place ; 

And when its pride, and bloom are past, 

It still has charms to hold us fast ; 

Its withered relics then display 

The gift death could not take away — 

The vital charm its virtue shed — 

Its breath in life ! its soul when dead ! 

And when at last it fades and dies. 

Its deathless spirit's what we prize ! 
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BE STILL, MY HEART! 

Be still, my heart ! nor let thy hopes spring forth, 
Like ocean's glitt'ring waves to leap and fall ; 

Nor, like the fleeting blossoms of the earth, 
Smile for one sunny day, and that be all ; 

But if thy depths are troubled, let them be 
With some diviner spirit's certain gain, 

For that now agitating thee, 
Is surely vain ! 

I know thee well, thou cradle — ^bed of sin ! 

Pillowed in softness lies the young desire. 
Which flushed with dreamy sleep, slumbers within, 

Its infant beauty clothing future Are ; 
Thou lov'st the darling offspring as it is. 

Wrapt in the rainbow hues of promise fair. 
But 'tis the child of tears, for bliss 
Ne'er rested there ! 



THE HEART. 

Beating gladly ; beating sadly ; 
Beating mildly ; beating wildly ; 
Beating loudly ; beating proudly ; 
Beating boldly ; beating coldly ; 

What a riddle is the heart ! 



¥ 
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See it in some dungeon shining ; 
See it in a palace pining ; 
See it pierced, and torn, and bleeding ; 
See it of itself unheeding ; 
Se"^ it treacherous, and sinning. 
Loving, generous, and winning ; 
See it sordid, hard, unsparing ; 
Full of scheming, craft, and daring ; 
Hating, envying, deceiving. 
Callous, coarse, and unbelieving ; 
Pleasure's abject slave, and minion, 
Chained to the false world's opinion ; 
See it noble, large, and gracious, 
Virtue's mansion, high, and spacious, 
Lighted up with joy, and feeling. 
All its chambers truth revealing — 

Such a marvel is the heart ! 

When 'tis tempest-tost, and driven 
Mid rocks, and shoals, its cable riven ; 
Its anchor, Hope, sunk in the sea 
Of shoreless, deep adversity — 
When, writhing 'neath oppression's yoke. 
Or by misfortune's sudden stroke. 
Laid low in circumstance, and wealth. 
Bankrupt of friends, broken in health — 
When, 'gainst such adverse winds, and tide, 
You see it through the breakers glide, 
With perseverance at its helm. 
That seas, nor storms, can overwhelm— 



w 
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Its compass undisturbed by fear, 
Though death, and ruin, both are near — 
Rising above the angry wave. 
More staunchly true — more nobly brave — 
Dashing the briny drops away, 
It gathered in the stormy fray — 
Yet not a moment swerving from 
The course that duty bids it roam — 
Sailing right on, an ark of peace- 
Its doubts, and dangers, made to cease — 
Obedient to the guiding Hand, 
That steers it to the destined land — 
What a treasure is the heart ! 



LINES WRITTEN IN PASSAGE TO INDIA, 
ON BOARD « OWEN GLENDOWER." 

I PBOPOSE, said a gay K. D. G.,* 
That our captain shall give us a "^r^ee," 
Take us all to some neighbouring reef. 
And spread before us his potted beef. 
And strap old " Glen ** for a little brieC 

Chorus, 
And wouldn't it be a delightful thing. 
Once more on old mother Earth to spring ? 

* King's Dragoon Guards. 
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A feast we'd have, and the corks we'd draw, 
And merrily sing — ^hurrah ! hurrah ! 
Old terra Ji/rma for ever — huzzah ! 

In sooth I'm tired of this restless life, 

My bones are vexed, and my thoughts at strife ; 

If I stand up, I am sure to fall — 

And when I'm down, cannot rise at all, 

Boiling about like a leaden ball. 

Chorvs, 

And when at night I the poppies woo, 
To keep in bed I have much ado ; 
Hither, and thither, like shuttle thrown. 
All the night long I mutter, and moan ; 
Job had nothing like this you will own. 

Ah me ! at dinner what din, and crash ; 
In vain we strap, and in vain we lash ; 
Ducks and chickens are flying about ; 
Trotters walk in, and the fish swim out ; 
Oh what a hurly-burly, and rout. 

CJiorus, 

Then up my lads, and away, away ! 
Our captain agrees ; we'll all be gay ; 
Swing round her yards — put her helm apoi-t. 
Throw care to the winds while we have our sport ! 
Cheer — jolly boys all ! — ay, that's the sort. 

Chorus, 
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SERENADE. 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 
The bright moon is glancing — 
The palfrey is prancing — 
The fireflies are dancing, 
Their love-lights about ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 
The bells they are ringing — 
The nightingale's singing — 
The roses are flinging 
Their odours about ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 
The night-winds are sleeping — 
The hours are creeping — 
And Love he is weeping 
That Beauty should doubt ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 
And list to your lover. 
Who under night's cover 
Will swear he's no rover — 
Such conduct he'd scout ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 
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O ladji come out ! O lady, come out ! 
The bright stars are glist'uing — 
The angels are listening 
For our vows at the trysting, 
All dangers to rout ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 
No grief shall distress you — 
My soul it shall bless you — 
To my heart I will press you. 
When coyly you pout ! 

O lady, come out ! O lady, come out ! 



TO THE TIGER-IRIS. 

Peerless beauty, royal fair one ! 

Queen of all the flowers about ! 
Short thy reign, although a rare one, 

Soon we shall thy relics scout ; 
Withered, ragged, soiled, neglected. 

Never more to wear a crown ; 
Like an outcast, spurned, rejected, 

All thy glory will have flown ! 

With what hues thy robe is painted I 
All of ruby and of gold ! 
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At thy birth Aurora fainted, 

Such a riyal to behold ! 
Pent within a narrow prison, 

Thou didst burst its irksome zone, 
And ere Sol was scarcely risen, 

Sprung thee forth dressed for a throne ! 

Cleopatra, I will call thee. 

Gorgeous daughter of the sun ! 
Heedless of what ills befall thee. 

So that pleasure's course be run ; 
Yet I would that I were like thee. 

Sharing only what is bright ; 
That the shaft of death might strike me. 

Gently as the fall of night. 

When life's shadows are before me. 

When my eyes with tears overflow. 
Sorrows, masked by night's veil o'er me, 

Steep my soul in pain and woe ; 
But ihoxi bloomest gaily ever. 

Till thy short career is run. 
Then thy crimson banners wither. 

And thou diest with the sun ! 

Thou'rt a coward, charming lily ! 

Shrinking at the loss of light ; 
Like a maiden weak and silly. 

Trembling at the gloom of night. 
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Hark ! that butterfly is telling 
How he folds the wings he bears, 

Ere he sleeps in some dark dwelling, 
Till the shining day appears. 

He is clothed with equal splendour ; 

Shares with thee the air and sun ; 
He is young, and gay and tender. 

Joyous till his race be run ; 
But he does not haste to leave us, 

Or from nature's banquets fly ; 
Blest — he has no wish to grieve us 

Or to bid our bowers good-bye. 

I will watch thee in thy dying, 

As IVe watched thee at thy birth, 
When thy silken flags were flying, 

And thou seem'dst too bright for earth ; 
But thou never knowest sorrow. 

Though thy life is but a day. 
And the sunshine of the morrow 

Only smiles on thy decay ! 

Oh, I would that I were like thee, 

Calmly bowing to my fate. 
With no sense of guilt to strike me. 

Passing through death's awful gate ; 
With my heart's entire surrender. 

And my head bowed down like thine. 
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Meekly yielding this life's splendour 
For the glories all divine ! 

Now thy coral lips are curling, 

Thou dost droop but late so brave ; 
And thy faded pennons furling, 

Will no more triumphant wave ! 
Like a passion thou hast held me ; 

Like a dream or transient bliss ; 
Thought-inspired, my muse compelFd me 

T' pour my fancy out like this ! 



VIOLETS. 

Hebe are violets, beautiful violets ! 

All bright in their pui-ple, and fresh in their bloom ! 
The scent of the jasmine, the breath of the rose. 

Cannot rival these sweet simple flowers' perfume. 

Fair daughters of shade ! how fondly we love them ! 

Contentment and peace meekly dwell in their 
breast ; 
The first when the spring comes to follow her footsteps, 

The last to forget on her bosom to rest ! 
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The sun is just up, and the dew of the mom 

Rests balmy and bright in their half-opened eyes, 

As, bending with earnest and eloquent praise, 

They pour out in fragrance their souls to the skies. 

Thus pure in their oflPiings should owr praises be ; 

Thus early and true from the heart they should 
spring ; 
Then heaven in its mercy would shoVr on our bosoms, 

The dew of its blessing ! the shade of its wing ! 



TO A LADY WITH A ROSE. 

Lady, take this lovely rose. 

Fairest of fairest flowers I 
Bee, its blushing leaves disclose 

The drops from morning showers- 
Just as if heav'n had thrown them down 
To grace it with a jewelFd crown ! 

How the trembling moisture clings 
In hanging pendants bright ! 

Gems are not more precious things 
Than are those pearls of light ; 

Beauty in tears it may be said, 

When to the bridal altar led ! 
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Oh, let it on thy bosom be, 
Meet place for thing so fair ! 

It shall plead my love for thee, 
And whisper I'd be there, 

And round thy path in life would twine 
TJie rose of love^ fa/r more divine ! 



AMBITION. 

As 'neath the ice the current flows, 

While sunbeams on it rest 
Like silver ribbons, as it goes. 

Such is my breast ; 
The smiles of sickly life are shed 
Across its chilled yet swelling bed ; 
With languid effort out it pours 
Its troubled wave, and broken stores. 

Ketirement's humble banks it spurns ; 

The bow'r, and wooing tree ; 
Back from its narrow path it turns 

To life's wide sea ; 
And what shall meet it *? storm and strife- 
Contending passions ever rife ; 
Ruined hopes, and treacherous peace — 
And cares whose tide can never cease I 
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I know it ! Still my heart would be 
With the gifted and the strong ; 
Mingling, with all its energy, 

In the world's throng ; 
The storms that 'gainst my bosom prest, 
Would give life's stagnant current zest ; 
Which, bounding onward, bright and strong, 
Would kindle joy, and light, and song ! 



PRETTY MAY. 

Oh ! pretty May, I love you ! 

You need not turn and start ; 
With your namesake of the spring, 

I'll wear you next my heart ! 
I do not mind your scorning — 

Your glances of disdain. 
For I spied you in the morning 

Walk down my ivy lane ! 

Slowly your footsteps lingered, 

As near my cot you came. 
And glancing at my window. 

You murmured out my name ! 
Ay, start again, my pretty ! 

And deny it if you dare — 
Then I'll go marry Kitty, 

Who is both kind and fair ! 
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My sickness is departed, 

And needs no physic now ; 
Oh, believe it was my passion 

That laid me down so low ; 
T thought my love you slighted. 

And no return would give, 
So all my hopes being blighted, 

I cared no more to live ! 

Ay, that's the thing my darling ! 

A tear's a tender sign ; 
Oh come, and on this bosom, 

Say you'll be ever mine ! 
We'll fix the happy day, love, 

"When nought shall us divide ; 
And won't we both be gay, love, 

The day you are my bride % 



CHANGE. 

When this fair world a desert roll'd, 
The angel Change came down express, 

To bid the bleak and barren mould 
Put on its garb of loveliness ; 

Soft music fill the silent air, 

And life and bloom be ev'rywhere. 

D 
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Swiftly the elements obeyed : 

Each knew what part it was to play, 

So in their varied tire arrayed, 

They hailed with joy the festal day ; 

And sun, and moon, and earth and heav'n. 

With one loud chorus hailed the leav'n. 

The skies like burnished mirrors hung ; 

The mountains rose majestic up ; 
The vales and rivers laughed and sung, 

And nature drank the social cup ; 
Ocean, imbued with lordly pride. 
His pow'rs gigantic instant tried. 

The winds and waves together danced ; 

The clouds fantastic shapes assumed ; 
The fountains leaped — the sunbeams glanced. 

And evVy where sweet flowers bloomed ; 
With loud acclaim the thunders crashed, 
And lightning's banners harmless flashed. 

The playful zephyrs with delight 

Burst from their infant bands with glee ; 

The moon, the empress of the night, 
Smiled from her throne of sovereignty ; 

But ev'ning's shadows soon came on. 

And bade the actors cease their fun. 

The spirit, pleased with all he did, 
Sought on the planet to remain, 
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So, in his laboratory hid, 

He secretly commenced his reign ; 
E-uler o'er all terrestrial things. 
To stop their course, or give them wings. 

Sometimes when earth is steeped in tears, 
He smiles, and waves his magic wand, 

When lo ! a radiant arch appears. 
And beauty spans the sea and land ; 

In vain we wish the scene would last. 

Too soon th' glorious vision's past ! 

The heav'enly agent, never still. 

Unchecked, employs the pow'rs of time ; 

Pursues his work for good, or ill, 

Now traced in blood — now scene sublime 

With wild caprice, mysteriously 

Fulfils his mission faithfully. 

The great destroyer, pestilence, 

With famine, tempest, fire, and sword. 

He in concealment hides, and thence 
Bids them not stir but at his word ; 

And to this day the fickle sprite 

In man's disasters takes delight. 

Behold our choicest blessings fly ! 

Our brightest days decline in gloom ; 
The dearest joys of heart, and eye. 

Are heirs to grief, or feed the tomb ; 
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And all the ties we love, and trust, 
But threads of cobweb spun in dust ! 

We gaze upon each lovely thing 
That beauty's emblem seems to be ; 

The rosy morn ; the early spring ; 
The setting sun ; the shining sea ; 

The rainbow, like a ribbon gay, 

Decking a robe of dusky grey. 

The ice-gemm'd trees ; the falling snow, 
Like broken lilies downward thrown 

By holy angels, just to show 

Our earthly ones, how pui*e their own — 

But these, and all from earth that spring — 

All, all, we witness vanishing ! 

We see the radiant moon arise 
In calm, unclouded light serene ; 

Quickly thick vapours shroud the skies. 
And darkness veils the beauteous queen ; 

A moment — and what glory shone ! 

We gaze, and lo, the vision's gone ! 

« 

Once I beheld a little child, 

Fair as an angel ! bright with glee ! 

It met my loving gaze, and smiled. 
And stretched its tiny arms to me ; 

Its kiss, oh sacred treasure now ! 

Cold are those lips ! pale is that brow ! 
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Sailing upon an ocean plain 

Amid a flood of silver light, 
With crowded deck, and costly gain, 

A homeward bound appeared in sight \ 
When lo ! a shriek — a sudden shock. 
She lay a wreck upon a rock I 

Lift up your eyes — ^behold afar 

A glittering city steeped in peace ; 
The hum of busy life, and jar 

Of human passions, never cease ; 
Ere the sun reach the western sky, 
A smoking heap, convulsed 'twill lie ! 

A noble pair I once beheld. 

Just crowned with wedded happiness ; 
With sacred love their bosoms swelled. 

That filled their hearts with tranquil bliss. 
A cloud — and then a dreadful flash ! 
They never heard that thunder^ 8 crash ! 

A youthful wife, and mother, lay 

As if with placid slumber blessed. 
Nature had ceased the mortal fray, 

And seemed to grant refreshing rest ; 
Happy — I gazed and held my breath, 
Alas / that sleep was sleep 0/ death 1 

Love's witch Vy once ensnared my heart ; 
Oh 1 how enchanting all things seemed ! 
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My cares, and troubles, left no smai*t, 

Elysium, all the world I deemed \ 
But when the fond delusion past, 
I woke to anguish long to last ! 

Oh ! tb' world's a mere kaleidoscope ; 

Its pictures, brittle bits of glass. 
Coloured of fancy, love, and hope, 

That quickly from our vision pass ; 
When we would fix what we admire, 
The subtle atoms swift retire ! 



CHURCH SERVICE. 

Why are we come hither 1 
Brothers — sisters — say. 

We come to serve the Godhead, 
Three-in-one, and pray. 

Why are we come hither 1 
Brothers — sisters — say. 

We come to worship God, 
Hear His word, and pray. 

Why are we come hither ? 

Brothers — sisters — say. 
We come to seek the Shepherd, 

Being sheep astray. 
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Why are we come hither 1 

Brothers — sisters — say. 
To learn through th' Holy Spirit, 

The Life— the Truth— the Way. 

Why are we come hither 1 

Brothers — sisters — say. 
We come to ask the Father 

To feed us day by day. 

Why are we come hither 1 

Brothers — sisters — say. 
We come to make profession 

Of our creed, and pray. 

Why are we come hither 1 
Brothers — sisters — say. 

We come to ask forgiveness 
For our sins, and pray. 

Why are we come hither 1 
Brothers — sisters — say. 

We come to sing hosannas 
To our Lord, and pray. 

Wliy are we come hither 1 
Broth er s — sisters — say. 

We come to keep God's Sabbath, 
And in His temple pray. 
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ON THE DEATH OF DR DEALTRY, 
BISHOP OF MADRAS. 

How beautiful is death when th' angel comes 
And gently bears the willing soul away ; 

Like the pale sunbeam entering our homes, 
As the celestial harbinger of day ! 

Eyes, heavy with the dewy damps of pain. 

Kindle with joy their sinking lamps again ! 

And the worn hearts around beat low, and seek, 
With spirits all subdued, His heav'nly throne ; 

Where, with a sorrow keenly felt, though meek, 
They lay their sacrificial burdens down ; 

And He — the mighty One ! speaks from the cloud, 

And whispers soft, the promises He's vowed ! 

Then what a radiance fills that chamber dim ! 

What holy calm stills ev'ry beating heart ! 
They know their loved one but returns to Him, 

Who bade them love, as they should bear to part : 
A holy rapture thrills through ev'ry chord. 
And bows their will to His, the mighty Lord ! 

A mother's grief may gush — a sister's flow- 



A husband's — ^wife's — or children's bitter tears, 
Swell the stream of just, and natural woe ; 

But hope — that heav'nly rainbow ! quick appears. 
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And peaxje shines round them with a holy calm. 
Pouring on all their wounds, wine, oil, and balm ! 

Ah ! thus the scene, when he, who lately lay 
Toiling with human strife — our loved " Madras ! " 

With courage brave, fought well the mortal fray. 
The torch of faith his lamp-light through Death's 
pass ! 

" Preach Jesua ! " was his last, beuign request — 

** Preach Jeaus ! ^' and his soul was with the blest ! 

Mourn — ^weeping children, mourn ; but yet obey 
The higher mandate echoed by his words ; 

His mantle falls upon the priest, and lay ; 

Preach ! and the wilderness shall be the Lord's ! 

Arid, and desert — barren though it be, 

A Sharon it shall bloom eternally ! 



LAND, HO ! LAND ! 

" Land, ho ! land ! " is the soul-inspiiing ciy 
When England's chalky cliffs once more we spy ! 
" Land, ho ! land! " re-echoes through the ship, 
Brightens each eye, and quivers on each lip ; 
Fond hopes are kindled \ loving hearts expand, 
And sick, and weary, gently murmur, " Land ! " 
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The pulses quicken ; grateful thoughts arise 

To Him who stilled the storm, and decked the skies ! 

Hands long estranged, with courteous warmth extend, 

And friendly greetings past discordance end ; 

Eyes meet eyes with social glances bland. 

As the shrill voice aloft shouts downward " Land ! " 

And when the gallant vessel's moored at last. 

Her union jack afloat, and anchor cast, 

Her decks are crowded, then " Farewell's " the word, 

And for a moment brief the sigh is heard ; 

It is the last ! the next, we joyful stand 

On England's shore, shouting, " Land ! happy Land." 



PAKENTAL LOVE. 

She is our own — the bonny babe ! 

And though fortune doth not crown her, 
She is so dear to both our hearts. 

That we are quite proud to own her ; 
Her soft brown hair — so silken bright ! 

Her coral lips, and beaming eye ! 
Her smile of infantine delight ! 

With daily joy our love supply. 

No rose so sweet in bow'ry shade ! 
No lily half so pure and fair ! 
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Ko sunbeams of the blushing mom, 
With her arch glances can compare ! 

Her tottering steps we watch with fear ! 
Her mimic efforts hail with bliss ! 

And, when we see the gathered tear, 
Apply that healing balm — a kiss ! 

Oh, heav'nly gift ! Oh, precious one ! 

Beyond all others God has giv'n ! 
We clasp her to our raptured heai-ts, 

And think no greater joy's in heav'n ! 
With love divine our being glows, 

All powerful in the heart's deep core ; 
A fount of love, that constant flows, 

Till its warm pulses beat no more ! 

The storms of life may gather round. 

And all our worldly hopes destroy, 
And poverty — that bitter worm ! 

Canker the bud of ev'ry joy ; 
Yet, as the cloud that's dark above 

(However deep its gloom may be). 
Descends in precious drops of love. 

Upon the thirsty prairie. 

So love sublime — -pa/rental love ! 

Grows stronger with the weight of woe ; 
Its streams of tenderness gush forth, 

And verdant pleasures quick bestow ; 
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Bounding, and rushing, swift, and strong, 
Its gleam illumes the darkest soul ; 

A mighty river rolls along. 

Till stopi)'d by its eternal goal ! 



THE SUN. 

How grandly the sun sets ! what gorgeous display 1 

Like gold in a crucible melting away, 

Whose ingots of treasure dissolve into flood, 

As yellow as amber, or crimson as blood ! 

How like a great king full of glory he goes ! 

All stately his presence ! all calm his repose ! 

Though weary with travel, and strength nearly done, 

The flush on his brow shows the goal is near won. 

And yet in his triumph a sadness appears, 

His bright eye grows dim with the mist of his tears, 

And fancy can picture his mighty heart swell 

With the last look at parting, and sigh of farewell ! 

Sublimely he sinks on his opal-like bed. 

On soft pillows of down reposing his head ; 

No ensign of sovereignty circles his brow ; 

No fierce glance of powV can issue thence now ; 

Around his pavilion, the numerous clouds 

Attend the aged monarch, like courtiers in crowds : 

Reflecting his countenance smiling or sad, 

Now gloomy with sorrow, now brilliant and glad. 
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While kneeling with zeal they iinsandal his feet, 
He gives them his gold ere he makes his retreat, 
And like the great Caesar, to die with a grace, 
Draws round him the purple, concealing his face. 



And now what a panoply mantles above ! 
Externals of royalty, power and love, 
For a brief while the body is laid out in state. 
And grandeur and splendour the pageant await. 
Till night with her sable pall spangled with stai-s, 
Bears away all its pomp on her funeral cars. 
But soon is all trace of such honour dispersed, 
And the mourning and gloom are quickly reversed ; 
Ev'ry eye, ev'ry heart turns with eager delight 
To hail the new monarch that breaks on the sight. 
All ardent and glowing he comes on the scene, 
With a crown on his head, and brow all serene 3 
Majestic and dignified, jewell'd and gay. 
Steps forth from his chamber in royal array, 
And loosing his robes from his fire-flashing zone, 
With regal magnificence sits on his throne. 
With sceptre in hand, and standard unfurled, 
Behold him the ruler and soul of the world ! 
While statesmen, and warriors in crims'n and gold, 
With lances of silver, and banners unroll'd. 
Surround their young sovereign, officious and bold. 
And glancing their plumes in their joy and their pride> 
They blazon the triumph he seeks not to hide. 
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Effulgent and splendid the scene now appears, 
The earth in her ecstasy bursts into tears, 
And as his bright chariot passes along, 
She smiles with fresh beauty, and charms with new 

song ! 

Ah ! thus should each potentate rule in his might ; 
The fountain of happiness, progress and light ; 
Vicegerent of Providence, Goodness and Love, 
His reign upon earth, but his kingdom above. 



THE BEE. 

Is it the beauty of the flower. 

Its honeyed sweets or fragrant power, 

That first attracts the bee % 
The blossom that our eye enchants. 
He passes by for other plants. 

Whose flowers we do not see. 

IVe seen the rose, delighted, glow. 
And all its powerful essence throw 

T' attract the wary thief ; 
But he pass'd on to whither grew 
A flaunting poppy, gay of hue, 
And lit upon its leaf. 
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A lily, queen of summer's shade, 
With gems of purest pearl array 'd, 

In virgin lustre bright, 
Bent low, and showed its cups were fill'd 
With choicest sweets, from dews distill'd, 

Alone for his delight. 

But still the rambler camie not near : 
The rose's sigh, the lily's tear — 

Were shed alike in vain ; 
Long hung he on a tulip's breast, 
Enamour'd of its showy vest. 

Ere he took flight again. 

Then, as if wild with sportive bliss, 
The fairest flow'rs he scarce would kiss, 

Gay — wand'ring on the wing ; 
Or, swiftly sailing on the breeze. 
From of the tops of nect'rine trees. 

His honey'd stores would bring. 

Away, away, at early morn, 
' A hunter keen, with sounding horn, 

He'd seek th' sumptuous fare ; 
Off to the plains, and forest set. 
And oh ! how he would fume and fret, 

If finding nothing there 1 

Sometimes IVe seen him overhead, 
As if by cloud, or sunbeam fed, 
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A denizen of air ; 
But in a moment down he'd come, 
And I should hear his pleasant hum 

About my gay lyarterre. 

His sombre suit of dingy rust 

Was powdered o'er with yellow dust ; 

His feet with travel stained ; 
His thighs were plated o'er with gold, 
And scrip as full as it could hold 

Of treasure he had gained. 

No idle, vain, voluptuous life, 
Nor one of useless toil and strife. 

The busy creature led ; 
Active, loyal, clever, brave, 
A patriot free, not crouching slave. 

He earned his daily bread. 

The insect seemed as much to love 
The sunny plain as shady grove ; 

The weed, as fragrant flower ; 
The riches that the miner sought, 
Were Nature's wealth, and instinct taught 

Were found in field and bower. 



Oh, wondrous ordinance of fate ! 
No fond emotions animate. 
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Nor can his breast inspire ; 
Unloving and unloved he lives, 
And all he wins, and all he gives. 

Are wages but of hire ! 



THOUGHT. 

Oh could I catch the fleeting thoughts that now 
Thiough all my mind take their devious flight, 
And paint them in their colours, gay and bright, 

I'd clip th' electric chain's unceasing flow. 

And fix them here all glittering in their light. 

Alas ! how vain the wish ; swifj) — swift they change ! 
Blending their tints as rainbow's varied hues. 
Each flying thought, a flying thought pursues ; 

Nor shuttle swift — ^nor tissue — half so strange ' 

As the gay visions woven by the muse. 

Why then do thoughts, so evanescent, glow % 
Idea, charm us with such flckle wile % 
Or fancy picture with enchanting smile. 

The phantom images deluding so. 

That, like the magic lamps, our minds beguile % 

E 
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Tell me where, and whence the wondrous power 
That shifts the lightening of capricious thought, 
That calls up images unwished, unsought. 

Shades of the past, or wit to gild the hour. 
Or views of heav*n by revelation taught 1 

Ah ! not to human intellect is given 

Power to trace its own mysterious stream ; 
Whose source sublime. Intelligence Supreme ! 

Waters, with Reason's light from founts of heav'n. 
Our wand'rings here, else but an idle dream. 

Hence noble science draws its vast designs ! 

Hence deep philosophy contemplates Love ! 

In all His works below ! — in all above ! 
Kindling the virtue that the heart refines. 

And all our social nature best improve ! 

Thought ! wondrous thought ! Imagination's seat ! 
Empire of genius ! bright intelligence I 
Solitude's companion ! who would dispense. 

With its celestial pow'r to charm, or cheat, 
Life of its toil, or sorrow of its sense 1 

Delightful gift ! — Heavenly attribute ! 

Be it ever mine, calm, undisturbed, to flow 
Through scenes of joy, or rugged paths of woe ! 

May no dark cloud eclipse, or sin pollute 

Its placid course while wand'ring here below ! 
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HOME. 

Wherever I wander, wherever I roam, 

The home of my youth oft recurs to my mind ; 

And with it the loved ones, who gave to that home 

The sacred delight I can nowhere else find ; 
The meadow — the river — ^the bridge o'er the stream — 
The village bells ringing — all float in my dream ! 

The wood and the valley, the hamlet and mill. 
The church, with its ivied and turreted tow'r, 

Are fresh in my mem'ry as if I were still 

A wanderer midst them in summer's bright hour ; 

Oh what can compare to the bliss of that time ? 

The charm of those scenes, or the spell of that chime ? 

What treasured affections arise in my soul, 
Shedding over my mem'ry luminous light. 

As the beams of the moon, when dark clouds unroll, 
And reveal to our vision scenes veiled by night ; 

Each object familiar starts out in relief. 

That scene of my joy, or that spot of my grief ! 

I call to remembrance the homes of the poor ; 
Their patience, and industry, virtue, and pride- 



(Best servants of all to keep want from the door). 

And the cares, and the griefs they sought not to hide : 
I loved them ! and fain would be with them again, 
To share in their pleasure, or soften their pain. 
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All ! many a lesson I've learned from their lot, 

How to curb my complaints, and my blessings to 
prize; 

I saw that contentment was wealth in a cot ; 
That poverty's sons could be noble and wise ; 

Each had his portion of trials to bear, 

Some thorn of the flesh, or some harassing care. 

And such were the treasures my early life gave ! 

Such taught me to value the pure and the true ; 
To strengthen the weak, and to learn from the brave, 

To imitate virtue that praise never knew ; 
To carry sweet sympathy home to the heart. 
To bind up its wounds, and pour balm on its smai*t. 



THE TEMPEST. 

Hush ! hush ] it is the tempest ; hush ! 
Sounds of storm I heard like a battle's call ! 
The clouds no longer onward rush, 
But gather silently ; 
You may hear a leaf fall. 
The sultry day has breathed its last faint sigh. 
And sleeps in death beneath night's sable pall. 

But hush ! the muffled peal returns ! 
Louder and louder sounds its warning tone ; 
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The lightning in quick flashes burns, 

Hurling its arrows far ; 

And the winds shriek and moan. 
Beside the drooping floweret, proud oaks are, 
Their trunks all shattered and their gloiy gone ! 

Now the loosened founts of heav'n pour 
Down on the earth the quick- descending flood ; 
The wild sea mingles in the roar, 
From its unglutted graves, 
A famished cry for food ; 
And howling loud, with fuiy leaps and raves, 
Xiike one with fetters bound in frenzy's mood. 

Faint from the distant breakers come 
The mariners' last signals of distress ; 

Wrecked on the threshold of their home ! 
Alas ! what piercing cries 
Their horrors wild express ! 
At each fell swoop a gallant victim dies. 
Brave to the last, mid utter hopelessness ! 

And see, lights flick'ring on the shore, 
Where, all in vain, the experienced hie ; 
Returning shout for shout, nay more — 
With efforts strained anew, 
And faithful hearts, they try 
To launch a boat, filled with a manly crew. 
All bold to save, or in the effort die ! 
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And who shall tell the gathering fears — 

The terrors brooding on the hearths of love % 

Where, listening with eager ears, 

The trembling mothers weep, 

Or plead to Him above 

To still the raging powV that stirs the deep. 

And be their guide who mid its dangers rove. 

• 
But hark ! the awful thunders peal 

Their rolling echoes with resistless crash ; 

The sky's huge sulph'rous mountains reel 

With mysterious sway, 

And their black bosoms flash, 

And growl, like ravenous wild beasts of prey, 

With glaring eyes, that o'er their victims gnash. 

The moon now breaks from her recess 
Like some pale witch a mission to fulfil, 
Gliding with dim and tattered dress, 
And noiseless step and sly. 
To do the deeds of ill ; 
Cold and regardless seems her pallid eye. 
Though with weird watch she keeps her vigils still. 

But list ! the solemn pause again ! 
The warring elements have ceased their fray. 
Or, like triumphant hosts of men, 
They make a sham retreat. 
And their fierce carnage stay. 
But to collect their scattered force, and meet 
A prostrate world with slaughter and dismay. 
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THE BEAD LEAF. 

"What lessons learn we in the yellow leaf, 
As fancy ruminates on what 't has been ! 

Emblem of mortal life, in joy, or grief, 

WeVe but to read its page, and wisdom glean ; 
There's not a better to be found, or seen ; 

Its beauty faded, spring and summer brief. 

First, we behold it burst its tiny shell, 
A trembling substance, delicate and frail ; 

Then, gathering strength with wondrous vigour swell, 
And, like a shining banner, woo the gale ; 
Till its faint texture, scanty, weak, and pale, 

Bears the hue, and shape, so admirable ! 

Behold it bow and bend before the storm ! 

Its glossy surface glistening with the wet ; 
Nor can the rudest blast its shape deform, 

But rather does its stem seem firmer set ; 

And, when the calm succeeds, and it can get 
The genial ray, inhales its gases warm. 

And now the blossom, fragile as 'tis fair, 

Starts into bloom beneath its fostering shade ; 

Till in due time the luscious fruit is there, 
When its fresh verdure first begins to fade ; 
And sear, and worn, and useless, past all aid, 

It floats quiescently upon the air. 
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Its virtue's o'er, its fragrance spent and gone, 
Withered and dead upon the sod it lies ; 

Rotting with multitudes that lately shone 
Gay with elastic life and varied dyes. 
The worm now claims it as its lawful prize, 

And crawls, and banquets on its rightful own ! 

Thus man's career's depicted by a leaf ; 
First, to a helpless infancy decreed ; 

A tissue, wrought with skill, yet heir to grief ; 
A source of uov'reign virtue, or a weed 
The worm to nourish, and the grave to feed ; 

Its beauty transient, and its sojourn brief ! 



LIFE'S MORNING AND EVENING. 

What makes the dawn of life so gay, 

Ere its sun rise % 
'Tis Hope who brightens with her i-ay 

Its morning skies ; 
Who paints, with fancy's kindling beams, 

Bright scenes to come ; 
And omits, in her enchanting gleams, 

All shades of gloom ! 

What makes the light of youthful days 
Illume life's eves % 
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'Tis memory, who with joy displays 

His garnered sheaves ; 
Who, thrashing out the golden grain, 

He reaped with sweat, 
Collects their scattered ears again. 

Ere life's sun's set ! 



PRAYER. 

O God of mercy and of love ; 
lift lip my soul to Thee above, 
And grant that my affections be 
Purified and ruled by Thee ! 
Infuse Thy grace into my heart, 
A leaven to each deadened part. 
Renew my spirit, Lord, within. 
And keep it pure and free from sin. 
That so my worthless frame may be 
A hallowed temple fitting Thee ! 
Govern my lips, that every word 
May with Thy righteous law accord ; 
Control my thoughts, and fill my soul 
With light, to animate the whole. 
Be with me when I bow the knee. 
And humbly seek support from Thee ; 
Let faith in Thy dear Son increase, 
And add Thy blessing to his peace. 
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Direct my ways, and condescend 
My secret errors to amend. 
Teach me contempt for worldly fame, 
And help me glorify Thy Name ! 

My Saviour — wheresoever I rove, 
Cover me with Thy tender love ; 
Take all my being — ^wash it clean 
In Thy pure blood from ev'ry stain. 
When Thou shalt stop my vital breath, 
Be Thou my victory in death ! 
And when Thy chastening rod I feel, 
Oh, stretch Thy hand forth. Lord to heal ; 
Let love to all Thy people grow, 
Showing the mercy Thou dost show ; 
And when my earthly race is run, 
Help me to say, " Thy wiU he done.^^ 



FRAGMENT. 

It was summer's hour of the setting sun. 
And the bells of the tower were ringing, 

When a maid on a mossy bank I saw 
Sweet flowers in a river flinging. 

Her shining tresses of radiant gold. 

Like the sun's glowing beams were streaming. 
And her youthful face of seraphic mould. 

With an innocent mirth was beaming. 
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Her eye for a moment with interest gazed 
On the bloom of each fragrant flower, 

Ere, with a girlish and reckless delight, 
It was cast to the river's power. 

But one she snatched from its flow'ring tree, 

More lovely than all it was bearing, 
And she fixed it in the bosom that rose 

'Neath the silken vest she was wearing. 

Then on she went with a merrier glance. 
With the thoughtless ruin delighted ; 

And the sti*eam seemed flushed with the weight it 
bore 
Of the beautiful gifts she slighted. 

1 gazed on the fragments that floated by. 
Some light on the waters were lying ; 

Some smiled and glowed in their loveliness yet, 
Though their last sweet breaths they were sighing. 

Some tumbled and tossed on the river's breast ; 

Some pallid with sorrow were weeping ; 
Some laughed ere they sank in the wave to rest. 

And some in the waters lay sleeping. 

I sighed as their fluttering atoms threw 

Their delicate odours around me ; 
And felt as if some mysterious spell 

To the river's green bank had bound me. 
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I thought, how like to those scattered flowers 
Are the joys which we fail to treasure ; 

When, heedless of Time's stream hurrying on. 
They are wasted in wanton pleasure. 

I thought of the early gifts we possess, 
And which for a season we cherish : 

How one by one, dimmed and changed in hue. 
Upon life's passing tide they perish. 



It was winter's night, and the moon arose, 

Dark clouds with her pale beams were blending. 

When I stroU'd from the heated air of my hall 
To watch her in glory ascending. 

Fair stood she, and smiled on the dusky world, 

As with conscious beauty elated ; 
And the hills and vales grew bright in the glow 

That her queenly presence created. 

Like her silv'ry beams mem'ry's soft light shone ; 

Treasured scenes o'er my fancy floated ; 
I called to remembrance my youth's gay time, 

When life's shadows were all unnoted : 

How once in an ev'ning walk I had stray 'd, 
And the bells of the tower were ringing ; 

When I watched a maid on a mossy bank. 
Sweet flowers in a river flinging. 
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And now I heard with the whispering breeze 
Solemn music its soft notes blending, 

So holy and sad, that it seemed the souls 
Of heavenly seraphs descending. 

Nor ceased the weird strain though from out the shade 

A vision of woe glided slowly ; 
A maiden it was with looks all astray, 

And with mein of a heart stricken lowly. 

On her breast in ruin'd disorder lay 

A rude harp, her solace in sadness ; 
Wild notes she oft drew from its broken chords, 

Wild words she oft sang in her madness. 

Ah, it was she — ^the same beautiful maid 
I had watched when the bells were ringing ; 

The same I had seen on the mossy bank, 
Sweet flowers on the river flinging. 



TO THE SOUTHERN CROSS. 

{On first seeing it) 

Hail, southern wonder ! hail, illustrious Cross 
And yet I feel I'm somewhat at a loss 
To do you homage, such as you might claim 
When I remember your much blazoned fame. 
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If I mistake not, they but make a blunder, 
Who style you this hemisphere's great wonder ; 
I see there is a something in a name, 
For you, beside your compeers, are but tame. 

Let me examine all your claims to merit ; 
If your celestial form has grace and spirit ; 
If mid the jewels of the south srn sky 
You bear the crown and palm of sovVeignty. 

Modern and old astronomers aver 
You are supreme — but then the wisest err ; 
In days of yore they weren't so telescopic, 
Nor could they steam, as we do, to the tropic. 

There's something I must tell you, constellation, 
To humble your proud boaat of admiration : 
You are not to my mind — I'll tell you why ; 
There is too faint a twinkle in one eye. 
And in your palace bright you walk awry ! 



SPRING. 

Spring's green bud is bursting fast. 
And winter's reign is o'er at last, 

And summer's sun 

Has now begun 
His genial beams o'er earth to cast. 
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A magic wand in hand unseen, 
Decks nature in her robes of green ; 

And liquid notes 

From songsters' throats 
With music hail the brightened scene. 

Rubies and pearls bedeck the morn ; 
And golden vestments eve adorn ; 

And life abounds, 

And joy resounds, 
Where melancholy stalked forlorn. 

The flowing rivers, winds and showers, 
The sparkling rills, the radiant flowers, 

Leap and rejoice 

With sudden voice, 
Eager to test their new-born powers. 

The choral anthem — incense sweet ! 
With swelling melody replete. 

Fills ev'ry gale 

With grateful hail. 
The gentle influence to greet. 

" Glory to the matchless sprite ! 
Glory to effulgent Light ! " 

Aroused from sleep, 

The land and deep 
Unceasing chorus day and night ! 
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Should I then omit to bring 
My choicest gifts to welcome spring ? 
Join in the choir 
With heart and lyre, 
And loudest in the concert sing % 



WILD FLOWERS. 

My fancy's queen, the muse, one day, 
Pressed me upon her harp to play ; 
She bade me fear not want of words, 
Sh^d find them, if I*d strike the chords ; 
So, yielding to her sweet request, 
I slung the lyre across my breast. 

'Twas summer then : the skies were blue ; 

The breezes onward softly flew ; 

The hills and vales were dressed in green, 

And beauty everywhere was seen ; 

The willow kissed the sparkling brook. 

That playful leaped from nook to nook. 

The woods their arms inviting spread, 
Ofi'^ring cool shadow for my head ; 
And there, 'mid silent bowers, I knew 
The tree of contemplation grew ; 
This I could always climb with ease, 
Whence nature's charms were sure to please. 
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Embosomed there, around I glanced, 
But all with equal pow'r entranced ; 
With head inclined, I listened long 
For the first dictates of my song ; 
The goddess now my bosom fired. 
And bade me sing as she inspired. 

I saw the squiiTel leap the tree ; 
I heard the humming of tlie bee ; 
I saw the robin leave the scrub. 
And bear away the captive grub ; 
From distant cote I heard the dove, 
And said, my strain, too, must be love ! 

Just then the wild flow'rs fixed my eyes, 
Pleading their cause with tears and sighs ; 
*' We live," they said, " and feed the air, 
And yield our riches without care ; 
Our humble origin and birth 
Unnoticed by the sons of earth ! " 

A hawthorn, white with pearly bloom, 
Shed o'er the spot its sweet perfume ; 
Fired to possess it on my breast, 
I seized, and its fair blossoms pressed ; 
But virtue can resist, I found, 
Wounded, I fell upon the ground ! 

A wild rose, now, as if afraid. 
Bent forward from its thorny shade ; 

p 
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Its blush of modest, conscious claim 
To my regard, filled me with shame ; 
I saw it, delicate and fair, 
Emblem of beauty in despair ! 

Striking my harp, I raised my voice, 
And said, " Wild flow'rs shall be my choice ; 
Their virtues, loveliness, and grace, 
Adorn the earth in ev'ry place ; 
Whatever the soil, whatever the scene, 
There the poor innocents are seen ! " 

I had not now long time to wait. 
For all around began to prate ; 
Each had some whisper for my ear, 
Of past neglect, contempt, or fear. 
To listen I could not refuse, 
So sang their stories to my muse. 

With arms entwined around an oak, 
A woodbine thus pathetic spoke ; 
" Though wealth and beauty I have got. 
Behold in me frail woman's lot ; 
For, but for the support IVe found, 
I should be prostrate on the ground ! " 

A bluebell, with harmonious tongue, 
Told why its head dejected hung ; 
That, though its bells were all in tune, 
They were as silent as the moon ; 
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Or if in sun, or if in shade, 

Its beauty soon was sure to fade ! 

And now a primrose, ashy pale, 

Murmured its sad and stirring tale ; 

That though with thousands it might come, 

It never rested long at home ; 

No sooner its arrival spread. 

Than it was snatched from oiit its bed ! 

Low at my feet with downcast eye, 

I saw a gentle suppliant lie ; 

With haste I seized the trembling pet. 

And asked what ailed my violet ? 

" Oh ! " it exclaimed, " IVe scarcely breathed, 

Ere of existence I'm bereaved ! " 

And now with bags brimful of gold, 
Their woes, the sturdy cowslips told ; 
How, when above the meaner craft, 
The boys and girls, they only laughed ; 
Seized them, and ere a moment lost. 
Their heads unto each other tost. 

Bounding my narrow circle's view, 
The fern and heath together grew ; 
The one, its graceful plume displayed. 
The other, floral wreaths arrayed ; 
Like prince and princess, they appeared. 
So bowing low, I loudly cheered ! 
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Some roughs, as guardians stationed near, 
With loyal shouts now rent the air ; 
With bayonets, and lances armed, 
I, to approach them, felt alarmed ; 
For ruthless thistle well I knew, 
And nettle, fiercest of the two. 

A foxglove startled by the sound. 
Broke from its cover with a bound ; 
With stately attitude erect. 
Bade me on its deserts reflect : 
How that it bore in every vein, 
An antidote for mortal pain ! 

An orchis, fairy of the flowers. 

Now fixed me with its magic powers ; 

Spellbound, I watched its witchery. 

And saw it change — now man — now bee ; 

Or, like a butterfly on wing. 

Taking its flight in joyous spring ! 

I thought that now I'd quit my seat, 
And whisper to the ears of wheat. 
If tliey of aught had to complain. 
And what to bear against their grain ; 
" No, no," they all exultant said, 
" Before the reaper comes, we're dead ! " 

Hearing a voice repeat the same, 
I looked to see from whence it came, 
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And saw a poppy all in rags 
Waving aloft its crimson flags, 
And heard it say, or rather sing, 
" I am as happy as a king ! " 

Now to fat pastures I repaired, 
To ask the daisies how they fared : 
" Although in clover we are bred. 
Content is not owvfortey^ they said ; 
For if we've vast estates from birth, 
We can't enjoy them long on earth." 

With bowls of polished gold upraised. 
The buttercups thus fortune praised : 
** Though cast among the vulgar crew. 
We are as wealthy as a Jew ; 
And as we've flourished through the past, 
We shall, as long as time shall last ! " 

Beside them, cow'ring 'mid the grass, 
Some dandelions (bold as brass). 
Caught up the strain, and, roaring, said, 
" Though all around will soon have fled, 
Nothing can drive us from our lair. 
Do what you will, we're always there ! " 

I stopped to ask my muse to say, 
If she approved my humble lay ; 
" Yes, yes," she said, "indeed I do, 
For ev'ry word you've sung is true, 
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And men who boast of higher powers, 
May see their mirrors in wild flowera." 

Well pleased, I turned to quit the spot, 
When a voice said, " Forget-me-not ! " 
With eager eyes I glanced about, 
And soon the loving floVr found out ; 
I snapt its stem, and quick as thought, 
Unto my muse the offering brought ! 



YOUTH. 

Oh happy youth ! season of life most lovely ! 

Fair as the lily ! sweeter than the rose ! 
Buoyant and gay as the light cloud of morning. 

When over it the sun its glory throws ! 

Earth in its rich attire alone is like it, 

When spring has decked it with its floral wealth, 
Who thinks of winter as he feels its gladness ? 

Who but delights to quaff its streams of health 1 

Care is a phantom then — ^a mere delusion — 
A thorn that's seen not in the thickest wood ; 

Hope, the magician, charms the distant prospect, 
And fancy pictures all the world as good ! 
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Lightly its steps ascend the highest mountain ; 

Fearless contemplates the abyss below ; 
Now o'er the billows, stirred with wild commotion, 

Spreads its white sails with spirits all aglow. 

Nor heeds the danger of the rock that threatens ; 

Nor knows the quicksands through which it has 
passed^ 
But steers, with reckless courage, onward— onward, 

Bold to encounter ev'ry adverse blast ! 

This is the time when hearts are pure and tender, 
And with love's first emotions heedless melt \ 

When the mind shrinks not at the boldest venture, 
And natui-e's gen'rous impulses ai*e felt ! 

This is the time the soul needs no allurement — 
No madd'ning influence t' excite its powers ; 

For, as the lark, that soars to heav'nly regions. 
The spirit warbles through life's morning hours. 

Oh happy youth ! life's oasis of beauty ! 

What time in after years so pure and sweet % 
Free from the lab'ring progress of great manhood, 

It treads life's pathway with elastic feet ! 
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TO SPRING. 

Welcome, welcome, lovely fairy ! 

Welcome to both sea and land ! 
Earth was cold and dull and dreary, 

Till thou wav'dst thy magic wand. 
Everywhere thy footstep boundeth, 
Love and joy and song resoundeth 1 

Nature at thy presence blushes ; 

Deserts bloom where thou hast been ; 
Beauty o'er the mountain rushes ; 

Welcome, welcome, fairy queen ! 
Laughing spirits give thee meeting, 
With triumphant songs of greeting ! 

Darling child of light and ether ! 

Brightest spirit earth can boast ! 
Let us trip the world together, 

Trying which can grace it most ; 
Thou, with thy transcendent beauty ! 
/, with every act of duty ! 

What has earth that thou can'st cherish ] 
Aught her teeming bosom gives ? 

All her fair ones early perish ; 
Everything departs that lives ; 

All that loving hearts hold dearest. 

To decay is ever nearest. 
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See, the wreaths of beauteous flowers 
Which thou bringest, quickly fade ; 

The downy clouds, thy nurs'ry bowers, 
Melt in light — dissolve in shade-r- 

Oh, what is here that thou can^st love, 

When heav'u's eternal spring above % 

Hie thee, Spirit of the mountains, 
Wake the mirth, and kindle song. 

Sleeping in the languid fountains ; — 
Hie thee ! hie thee ! haste along ! 

Hark, hark ! I hear a chorus break — 

One loud proclaim, — " We wake ! we wake ! " 



TO A CHILD UNDER PUNISHMENT. 

My child — my child ! Oh do not let 
Your sullen pride the vict'ry get. 

Correction was your due ; 
Your mother saw that you were wrong, 
And wished, though you are very young, 

Your passion to subdue. 

Remember, darling, though you^-e pressed 
With fond affection 'gainst her breast. 
She sees your errors too ; 
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As from your garden you would fling 
The little weeds that daily spring, 

She'd throw the wrong from you. 

Kiss me, my love, and ne'er allow 
Another frown to cloud that brow, 

Or anger fire your breast ; 
The tear of passion now is dry. 
Let not another dim your eye, 

Where peace should ever rest. 

Did you not see that poor child led, 
Who called to-day, and begg'd for bread ] 

No tear, no frown had he ! 
And yet that little boy was blind. 
And had no mother to be kind. 

Or friends his wants to see ! 

You heard him say, as pale he stood, 
** Dear lady, do be kind, and good. 

Pray help a poor blind boy ! " 
That God so good who gave you sight. 
Set his two eyes in darkest night ; 

Oh, think what you enjoy ! 

The pretty flow'rs, the trees, and plants, 
All that your infant eye enchants — 

The world and dazzling sun ; 
And evVy twinkling star above. 
The shining moon, and all you love. 

He ne'er can look upon ! 
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Ah no ! my little penitent ! 

You have no cause for discontent ! 

life's blessings round you twine ; 
By parents' fondest love caressed, 
And wishes granted ere expressed, 

Tis wicked to repine ! 



LOVE. 

Oh love's sweet enchantment is common, 

It rules the world everywhere ; 
Tis the rose in the bosom of woman. 

The bouquet that man loves to wear ; 
Tis the Spirit that lightens his labour. 

Or whether on land or on sea ; 
Tis the charm of the pipe and the tabor, 

And as dear to the slave as the free ! 

Oh love is a bright little taper 

We joy to feel bum in our heart ; 
It dispels all the gloom and the vapour, 

And whispers will never depai*t ; 
Tis the glory and pride of our nation, 

Which honour and valour protect 
Tis the dearest and sweetest oblation, 

The heart can desire or accept ! 
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Oh love is the sunlight of reason, 

The brightest — ^the warmest — the best ; 
'Tis a guest that ne'er comes out of season, 

But always finds welcome, and rest ; 
'Tis the crown that encircles all nature, 

The peasant — the squire — or the king ; 
Tis the passion that rules evVy creature, 

From fishes to birds on the wing ! 

Oh love is the wondrous magician 

That changes dull lead into gold ; 
If it wounds it can play the physician, 

And cure both the young and the old ! 
Then hail to the glorious passion 

That makes what is earthly, sublime ! 
That cares not for custom or fashion. 

But dwells like an angel with time ! 



ON THE DEATH OF A FIRST LOVE. 

Loved one, art thou gone for ever ] 
Why should hearts like ours were, sever 1 

Love's endearing bonds be cleft ] 
All that hope had promised — blighted 1 
All that sacred love had lighted. 

In one fell hour away be swept % 
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Oh that our fates were still united, 

Thou had^st not died — or I thus left ! 

But I will ever prize thy spirit, 
Constancy its virtues merit, 

Pure on earth, yet purer now ; 
And 111 believe, while I am weeping, 
Angel-guard above thou'rt keeping. 

Where bright unfading pleasures glow ! 
Where, for thy Christian faith, thou*rt reaping 

That bliss, its promised joys bestow. 



SONG. 



Thou hast not forgotten, thou could'st not forget, 
The vow at our parting, the kiss when we met ! 
That sunshine could darken, I'd sooner believe. 
Than that thou with such warmth could swear and 
deceive. 

They tell me that love like the daylight comes on, 
First pure and serene, then is warmer at noon ; 
And though in the ev'ning seems deeper the ray, 
The strength of the sunshine is dying away. 

I may not, I must not, believe it is true, 
That thy love in its noon, is like ev'ning's hue, 
That looks, such as thine, seeming truth to the last. 
Were the beams of affection whose fervour was past.. 
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THE DYING SOLDIER 

Forgive me, oh, my mother ! 

Forgive your erring son ! 
Oh, let my death-sigh smother 

The ills that I have done ! 

I see your fond emotion ; 

I hear your bitter cry ; 
I feel your heart's devotion. 

Pleading for me on high ! 

Ye blessed, matchless dear one ! 

Mourn ye for one so wild ? 
Drop ye the loving tear on 

The mem'ry of your child ? 

Darkness is gathering round mo. 
But mem'ry lights the skies ; 

It shows what mercies bound me. 
What good I failed to prize. 

A thousand vain desires 
My contrite heart assail ; 

A thousand raging fires. 
My vaunted courage quail. 

On battle-field I languish. 
Beneath inclement skies. 
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Where nought relieves the anguish, 
When a warrior dies. 

The gory rock my pillow — 
My winding-sheet the snow, — 

My eye upon the billow. 
Beholds the path I'd go ! 

My comrade's step is near me. 

He seeks a brother dead ; — 
O God ! he cannot hear me, 

For th' pow'r of voice has fled ! 

The tramp of foemen flying ! 

The shout — ^the din — the cry ! 
Alas ! and I am dying, 

Mid sounds of victoiy ! 

Oh, tell the boys of England, 

How her brave soldiers bled ; 
How they fought with sword in liand, 

Till numbered with the dead ! 

Now ope ye doors of heaven, 

And let your wand'rer in ; 
Oh, mother ! I'm forgiven ! 

Hushed, is the battle's din ! 
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TEMPORARY SPLENDOUR. 

A DEWDROP, cradled on a floweret's breast, 
Awoke from its repose with sudden start, 

For well he knew 'twas over with sweet rest 
When Sol assailed him with his flaming dart ; 

He trembled — for he knew his pow'rs were vain 

To cope with his insatiate thirst for rain. 

So, mindful of his unprotected state, 

He tried concealment 'neath the leafy screen 

Shadowing his repose — alas, too late ! 

For Sol espied him, and with wrathful mien 

Bade him no longer linger idling there. 

But come with him and feed the earth and air. 

With heightened splendour out the crystal sprung, 
And, mounting a swift courser of the morn, 

Sped gaily to the realms above, where hung, 
In sombre suit, his kindred all forlorn ; 

Now Sol, with radiant beam, struck the dull cloud, 

And bade it hail the young recruit with welcome loud. 

Aloft they quick their royal banners wave, 
In honour of the presence of the king ; 

Then loyal shouts the gathered forces gave. 

Which through his palace vast in echoes ling ; 

The bright drop now, with zeal electrified, 

Leaped to the earth, and in a moment died ! 



Happy Moments. 97 



HAPPY MOMENTS. 

Farewell, happy moments ! farewell ! 

I forgot you were wiuged but for flight, 
As birds that in Paradise dwell, 
But to flutter and glitter in light ; 
I forgot that such bright ones of serial birth 
Were plumed but for heaven, nor rest upon earth ! 

Farewell ! brilliant moments ! farewell ! 
You passed like that beautiful shower 
That hung on the trees ere it fell, 

And reflected the hues of the flower — 
That flashed in the splendour to welcome the day, 
And smiled in the sunshine that swept it away ! 

Farewell, priceless moments ! farewell ! 

I shall joy in the thought you were mine ; 
And exult that your golden sands fell 
In a stream that was almost divine ! 
I feel that each particle sunk to my heart. 
And left there a wealth that can never de])art ! 

Farewell, fleetest moments ! farewell ! 
Sweep ye onwards for ever and aye ! 
For you left on my fancy a spell. 

That will follow your heavenly way — 
That will cease not till life's brief circle be run — 
Bright meteors of light ! shining motes of the sun ! 

G 
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Farewell, sacred moments ! farewell ! 

With the footfalls of angels ye came, 
My heart's secret sorrows to quell, 

And write joy on its records in flame — 
With indelible characters burning and bright. 
To trace there your path with a finger of light ! 

Farewell, sparkling moments ! farewell ! 

Your sweet flavour is yet on my lip. 
And kindles a sigh as I dwell 
On the nectar I no more can sip ; 
Ah no ! though the goblet and wine I shall miss, 
I can pledge you in mem'ry from that hour to this 

Farewell, sweetest moments ! farewell ! 

With your swift-footed measure pass on ! 
And memory only shall tell 

Of the magic and joy that are gone ; 
If it be that I never see such again, 
Long, long in my heart shall your vision remain. 



TO A FLOWER. 

No art can rival thee, beautiful flower ! 
Sweet mother of fragrance ! fair child of the hour ! 
Like morning thou wearest a garment of light 
Resplendent with jewels all flashing and bright I 
Thy banners of purple float out on the gale. 
Proclaiming thy presence as queen of the vale. 
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How royaJ, and elegant, dost thou appear ! 

King Solomon's glory had nothing so fair, 

Nor could his great wealth with thy riches compare ! 

Pure relic of Paradise ! emblem of peace ! 

Best type of mortality, beauty, and grace ! 

It was earth gave thee life, and earth shall again 

Receive back thy being unfretted by pain. 

Then let thy swift race be a lesson to me, 

Since my body like thine, a shadow must flee ; 

Like thiue for a season be smiling, and gay ; 

Like thine meet the storm, and like thine soon decay ; 

But vitality lingers in m.y torpid earth. 

Twill die, lovely flower ! but again come to birth ; 

Again will inhabit this bright world of green. 

Then haste to a world where thou can'st not be seen ; 

Where spirits, of essence more pure than thine own, 

Through heavenly mansions enamel a throne ! 

Where fragrance is only the incense of praise ; 

Where change is unknown ; neither beauty decays ; 

Where sunshine, and day, everlasting are known ; 

Where death is destroyed, and perfection is won. 

Thou'st a sinless career ; but I would not have thine, 

To escape e'en the peril that compasses mine ; 

If I sin, I have hope, if I wither, a sun, 

Shall give me new life when my short race is run ; 

And such splendour, and glory, my garment shall be. 

As ear hath not heard, nor can mortal eye see ! 

Farewell, then, sweet flower ! when thou diest at 

even, 
Looh up I for my garden's the blue fields of heaven ! 
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HANG A WREATH HERE. 
A Dirge. 

Hang a wreath Lere — tread softly ; 
For my love — my love his sleeping ; 

Hang a wreath here ; let it be 
Fragrant with sighs of sympathy, 
Bedewed with tears from th' heart weeping 

Hang a wreath here — in sorrow ; 
Fond affection's gift of honour ; 

Nor feelings semblance borrow ; 
It may be your fate to-morrow 
T' repose by the sod upon her ! 

Hang a wreath here— and listen ; 
The dead — the dead is speaking ! 

Even as dewdrops glisten 
When the bright sun has risen, 
Ev'n so shall be her awaking ! 

Hang a wreath here— and ponder ; 
This life is not life for ever ! 

For ewer's life up yonder ; 
Of joy to the welcomed wand'rer; 
Of joy to the true believer ! 

Hang a wreath here — my brother ; 
And such as her virtues merit ; 
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Let it be joy> and no other, 
Such as no sorrow can smother, 
For blest is her ransomed spiiit ! 

Hang a wreath here — in glory ! 
With angels above she's singing 

The Lamb's eventful story, 
All joyful, and sweet, and holy, 
Mid heav'ns, hallelujahs ringing ! 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

My heart is a ruin ! look which way I will, 
Its pillars are broken — ^its gay voice is still ; 
Cares— clustering cares — like ivy leaves shade it, 
And sadness and woe their harbour have made it ; 
No smile ever rests there, but mockery seems 
To laugh at its shattered and ill-fated schemes. 

Ah, thus is my heart ! and the love and the vow. 
The mirth and the music — ah ! where are they now 1 
Gone 1 gone 1 — and for ever ! — sweet hope, too, has 

fled, 
And friends, fondly cherished, are alien or dead ! 
My life is a desert ! no green spot is there — 
No sunshine illumes its wild waste of despair ! 
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Yet still tlirougli its sinking and broken decay, 
The path I can trace where each joy passed away ; 
And image each being, yrhose beauty and grace, 
Neither time can demolish, or sorrow efface ; 
Loved spirits ! that wander in fondness there still, 
That flash through each gloom, and illumine each ill. 



FIRST LOVE. 

I SAW them fall, the bright, bright tears ! 

Like raindrops from scarce clouded skies. 
When morning's crimson blush appears. 

And charms us with a glad surprise ; 
I saw them fall, but ah ! the shower 

Was not like drops from angry heav'n, 
But as the pearls spring from the flower, 
A summer breeze in play hath driven. 

A smile, that soft delight confessed. 

Hung on her lips of coral hue ; 
Nor all concealed, yet half suppressed, 

The sigh her gentle bosom drew ; 
'Twas love ! — first, pure, enchanting love ! 

Unmixed, unclouded, warm, and true ! 
That mystic flame, that saints above, 

And angels might give sanction to ! 
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WHAT SHOULD LIFE BE 1 

Life should be a ship in motion, 

Truth its compass in calm and gale ; 
Duty its pilot o'er the ocean ; 

Time the sea, and hope the sail ; 
Thoughts should be the crew to man it ; 

Keason, the captain in command ; 
Society, the gale to fan it ; 

Its destiny, the Happy Land ! 

Life should be a fruitful garden, 

Fair in blossom, and rich in seed ; 
Conscience, the sharp and faithful warden, 

"Watchful against the frost aud weed. 
Study should its labyrinths trace 

Where wisdom's pleasant waters flow ; 
And industry the garden gi*ace 

With plants that choicest gifts bestow. 

Life should be a golden tissue, 

Virtue its sterling weight and worth ; 
Light should from its lustre issue. 

And its price above all on earth ! 
Kot a stain or spot should dim it, 

Nor moth nor mildew cause it i*ust ; 
Love should be the fringe to trim it. 

And its wardi-obe should be trust ! 
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Life should be a noble river, 

Whither soe'er its course may go ; 
Pure its waters, — stagnant never, ^ 

Or in its ebb, or in its flow. 
If mid desert, rock, and mountain. 

Chafed, its troubled current roll. 
It should be of good the fountain 

From its source unto its goaL 

Life should be a battle— royal, 

The soul its precious crown at stake \ 
Fears, the people, armed and loyal, 

Valiant, cautious, wide-awake; 
Mind, the citadel's defender. 

Should ev'ry wild disorder quell, 
And never to the foe surrender 

The heart, where truth and honour dwell. 



THE BURIAL OF MRS H. D., 

Who died at Sea, May 27, 1869. 

Down in the deep we laid her — 

Down in the lonely deep ! 
Love's tender hands arrayed her 

In robes for her ocean sleep ! 
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Our heads were bowed around her ! 

Our hearts were bowed with grief ! 
For ruthless death had found her 

A grave on the coral reef, 

Where winds nor waves shall wake her, 
Nor sea give back her soul, 

Nor sacred rest forsake her, 
While the mighty waters roll, 

Till dawn of that dread morning 
Shall kindle earth and skies, 

And the loud trumpet's warning 
Shall bid her dust arise ! 

Then, in celestial glory. 

Her spirit shall appear. 
Pure, ransomed, happy, holy. 

Fitted for its new sphere ! 

Though deep the husband's sorrow- 



Though keen the children's woe — 
Peace shall illume the morrow — 
The cloud show forth the bow ! — 

For mid their cry of anguish 
That sought a Father's throne, 

I saw no duty languish — 

I hea/rd ** Thy will be done ! " 
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SENSIBILITY. 

A HEAVENLY gift was Sensibility ! 

A veil of light o'er nature's ruined pow'i-s, 
Dropp'd by some pitying divinity, 

On contrite man, when quitting Eden's bow'rs ; 
How did it cheer and brighten his despair ! 
How clothe liis rugged fate with feelings soft and rare! 

Cradled in Pity's eye, the swelling tear 

Of mild compassion, shines with placid beam ; 

'Tis there the angel's powers to heal appear, 
That, with balsamic life, imbue the stream ; 

And when the holy Presence stirs the mind. 

All, who may seek its virtue, consolation find. 

And what is woman's charm without its gleam ? 

What tinctures all her looks with nameless grace ? 
What trembles in her heart at love's first dream % 

Gilds all her sense % and dimples in her face \ 
What teaches her to joy in others' weal ] 
Their adverse fate to share 1 their sorrows soothe and 
heaU 

What plumes the mother's hope and wings her pray'r % 
Fills her maternal breast with melting love % 

Making that light, which is a weight of care ? 
Bowing to sorrow like a mourning dove % 
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What ? but the gush of sensibility — 

That tide of warm, unselfish, deep intensity ! 

Who would lose the tender, soft emotion. 
That loosens feeling's pure and healing springs, 

Flashing with electrifying motion. 

Along the heart's unseen and tensioned strings 1 

Kindling responsive, heav'nly sympathy, 

A pang-^a tear — a sigh — for others' misery ! 

Oh, who would quench the sweet difinsive pain. 
That, like JEolian music, trembling swells? 

Captures the soul and throbs in ev'ry vein, 

When Sorrow pleads, or Woe her anguish tells 1 

Out of the heart's deep fountain, softly flows 

A pure, and noble stream, that no retiring knows ! 

There are, who proudly boast the Stoic's skill. 
To view, and not to pity signs of woe ; 

Who scorn the quick, impulsive, gen'rous thrill. 
That fills the ardent soul with sudden glow ; 

Whether a scene by Fancy's mirror giveu, 

Or truth's reflecting well — the rock remains unriven ! 

He wept ! the blessed Lord ! He wept to see 
Affection mourning for a loved one dead ; 

Though well he knew death's shadow soon would flee, 
And sunny joy o'er all the scene be shed ; 

Thus did tears, to sorrowing mortals prove. 

The finest attribute the Father owns, is Love ! 
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Sisters of mercy ! rare Benevolence, 

And Pity, with your dove-like eyes benign, 

Dwell in my soul ! and o*er its finite sense, 
Shed your celestial light of love divine ! 

Even as the sun ! whose dark, internal ball, 

Would be ever night, without its glorious pall ! 



TO A RAVEN. 

Dost thou bear me evil thou croaking bird % 
Thy voice of ill omen methinks I heard ; 
Dost thou prate of evil to come to me. 
As thou flappest thy glossy wings in glee 1 
Hast thou ought of woe in thy dismal shriek, 
The herald of ill that my heart may break % 

Come hither, dark prophet, and tell to me 

Whatever thy mission of ill may be ; 

My heart is sick with its hope deferred, 

'Twill break — 'twill break, if thou speak not bird ! 

The ill that thou bringest can never be 

Half so distressing as doubt is to me ! 

Oh, tell me if still in that favoured clime. 
Where fragrance exhales from the juicy lime ; 
And the orange and lemon together grow ; 
And the myrtle's bloom is like fallen snow ; 
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And the golden sunsets and blushing morn, 
Are draped in such robes as angels adorn % — 

Oh say, if amid their loveliness be 

The hearts and the eyes, which are dear to me ; 

If e*er in this beautiful world again 

We may meet in joy, and be free from pain 1 

Thou art mute ! and the shine of thy sable plume 

Is more deeply tinged with prophetic gloom ! 

Ah, thou art gone ! far away — ^far away ! 
Thy outspread wings on the wild winds play ; 
Thou seemest like sorrow to mortals given. 
Thy abode upon earth ! — thy solace in heav'n ! 
And thou teachest well ! in its darkest night 
My heart shall remember thy upward flight ! 



WIT AND WISDOM. 

Wit and Wisdom should unite. 
When you speak and when you write ; 
When on things you silent dwell, 
'Tis like water in a well — 
Who its depth and worth can tell % 

Let your conversation show 
Like a river's onward flow ; 
Flashing, with wit's sparkling beam. 
Light, that animates the stream ; 
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Graced with cultivated mind 
Ev'ry way its course may wind ; 
Not with chilling ice compressed, 
But with genial warmth expressed : 
Not with uoisy, blustering brawl, 
But with accents musical ; 
Fixing ev'ry listening sense ; 
Capturing ev'ry weak defence ; 
Fertilising barren waste 
With sweet fancy's floral taste. 
Whether dashing on with speed, 
Or purling to some broken reed ; 
Not with stagnant, noisome slough 
(Best avoided anyhow). 
For there crocodiles abide. 
And vile serpents hidden glide ; 
But with buoyant, vital health. 
Bounding on a tide of wealth ; 
Bearing on its shining wave, 
Treasures, Art, and Science gave ; 
With Learning's gold'n sands, that roll 
Rich deposit to the soul. 
When to thirsty flocks it strays, 
Tlien its murmurs should be praise ; 
If with thund'ring argument 
Its full eloquence be blent. 
Broad and lofty, deep and free. 
Should its mighty torrent be ; 
Nor cease the elemental strife, 
Till ceased th' current of your life ! 
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WHERE IS BEAUTY 1 

Ask me where beauty is, I'll say 
'Tis in sweet maiden's witchery ; 
Amid the beams of her flashing eye 
When pleasure's cup is sparkling high, 
And new-bom love's first artless glances 

Illume her brow, 
And joy within her young heart dances 

For the first vow ; 
When she knows not of blighting care, 
And all is bright, and fresh, and fair ; 
And fancy's banner is unfurled. 
Tinting with rose her future world ; 
Nor cloud, nor mist dims in her eye 
The sunshine of life's morning sky. 
That, with such gay and golden beams. 
Colours her happy youth with dreams. 

Beauty is where the crimson streak 
Tints the pale snow of woman's cheek. 
When suflfring virtue meekly bends 
Before the chast'ning heav'n sends ; 
And Christian patience mildly shows 
The heart with sacred fervour glows ; 
And love intense, for Him who bore 
Severer woe, heals all her sore ; 
Shedding a soft and holy gloom 
O'er her lone passage to the tomb. 
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Where infant purity may be, 
Almost divine, there beauty see \ 
Guileless and lovely you behold 
Reason its wondrous powers unfold, 
And hail, with almost godlike love, 
The gifts that image him above ; 
With rosy health and graceful mirth, 
Showing angels still dwell on earth ! 

In manhood's prime, with mind well stored, 
Majestic, wise, and God adored ; 
When genius from the flashing eye 
Is tempered with mild dignity ; 
And sweet benevolence displays 
O'er all its soft and gentle rays — 
There you may see its classic lines. 
With noble thought and high designs, 
ModelPd by Nature's plastic hand, 
A pei-fect work ! — sublime and grand ! 
Stamped with the type of Truth, and seal'd 
With heav'nly hope, till heav'n's revealed ! 



TO MY SON. 

A mother's love is mine, my child, 
A mother's love is mine ! 

Oh, let the jewelled circlet, boy, 
Around thy heart entwine ! 



To my Son, 1 1 3 

Richer than robe of purest gold, 
Thy precious being 'twill enfold ! 

A mother's hope is mine, my son, 

A mother's hope is mine ! — 
That thou may'st walk in wisdom's way, 

And all its virtues shrine ; 
That ev'ry step in life may be, 
To set thy embryo talents free ! 

A mother's fear is mine, my son, 

A mother's fear is mine ! 
Lest thou should'st, through temptation leil, 

Down error's path incline. 
And lose the simple love of truth. 
The shield and buckler of thy youth ! 

A mother's joy is mine, my sou, 

A mother's joy is mine ! 
For mid my clouds of care I see, 

A bow of promise shine ; 
That One, whose arm has strengthen'd me 
Will be thy guide, and watch o'er thee ! 

A mother's pray'r is mine, my son, 

A mother's pray'r is mine ! 
That thou may'st run the Christian race. 

And win the crown divine ! 
And though in distant lands I roam, 
Once more to bless thee with a home ! 

H 
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SOLITUDE. 

Alas 1 IVe not the power to paint 

My feelings as they are ; 
They seem beneath a cold restraint, 
Like flowers forced, have colours faint. 

Nor natural, nor fair. 

I am alone ! — none — none are near 

To share in aught I love ; 
Vain beams the smile and falls the tear ; 
I sigh, and there's not one to hear. 

To pity or reprove 1 

Amid the glitt'ring gay ones thrown, 

Who daily flit and shine, 
I glide along — unsought — unknown — 
Watching, where happiness is shown, 

Eor smiles to kindle mine. 

But mid the throng there is not one 
Who has a thought for me ; 

The hearts where I am loved are gone. 

And desolate I wander on 
With only memory ! 
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TO A SPIDER. 

Weave on, poor insect ! weave on still, 
Thy shining thread of matchless skill ! 
The thought to take thy life is fled, 
Or thou, vile worm, would'st now be dead ! 
A moment more and thou hadst been 
No longer there to toil and spin ; 
Thy bloated form and sprawling limb, 
I should have crushed, but thoughts of Him 
Who made thee — gave thee such powers — 
(Ay, more sagacious far than ours). 
Furnished thee with such numerous eyes 
To see, all ways, the vagrant flies ^ 
Fixed in thy nature instinct's law. 
To trap the creatures for thy maw ; 
To wait and watch, to twist and twine 
A thousand threads to make a line ; 
With science mathematical, 
To form thy web symmetrical ; 
Taught thee to weave and to display 
Thy fragile net to catch thy prey ; 
A tissue, though surpassing fair, 
Yet both a winding-sheet and snare ; 
Now clinging to the leafy tree ; 
Now smothering a captured bee ; 
Now spreading o'er the blossoms fair, 
A canopy of gossamer ; 
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Or, like the sunbeam's shining mote, 
Alone, upon the air afloat ; 
Despite the pangs of hunger keen, 
To lurk in ambush, or if seen, 
Counterfeit death thy plot to screen. 
And then, with sudden leap to spring, 
And seize thy quarry on the wing. 
Speeding along the tangled shroud. 
Swift as the lightning o'er the cloud, 
With perseverance, brave and shrewd, 
Hunting thy game in solitude ! 

Such thoughts as these impelled me stay 
The hand that was outstretched to slay, 
While conscience whispered, " Let it live. 
Nor take the life thou could'st not give ! " 

How oft, when dewy mom has flung 
With lavish hand her gems among 
The new-blown flowers, which grateful threw 
In sweet return their odours new — 
And light has left the drowsy east 
To gladden earth's benighted breast — 
How oft I've seen from blade to blade 
Of verdant grass, thy section laid ; 
So delicately wove — so clear. 
That Art's rich stuffs would scarcely bear 
With its soft texture to compare. 
Her works from Reason's dictates come, 
Thine Nature's web, thyself the loom ! 
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Then live dissembler ! live on still ! 
Mine's not the heai-t that loves to kill ; 
I feel, like thine, life's thread is weak ; 
Like thine, at ev'iy breeze may break ; 
I feel that / to God must be 
The •ugly worm thou seem'st to me ! 
And though I boast of mind and soul. 
Immortal gifts, supreme 'bove all ! 
Yet in that hour when I am tried, 
And all vain masks are laid aside, — 
When I shall stand in trembling fear, 
To answer for the deeds done here, — 
Then shall I wish my works had been 
As pure as thine 1 as free from sin ! 



TO A PARROT. 

Beautiful stranger ! what nature can do. 
Comes home to my mind when I look upon you I 
Fly where you will a rich banquet is spread. 
With leafy canopy over your head ; 
Your crystal cup from the flowing spring, 

Is drink more divine 

Than the choicest wine. 
Fit for the feast of so bonnie a king ! 
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Ay ! perch you there on my tamarind tree, 
And exult aloud in your liberty ; 
Your breast is plumed with a conscious pride, 
As your beauteous head turns from side to side ; 
You lool^ as brave as a tournament knight. 

And you seem to say 

In your proud display, 
" To be free ! to be free ! is my joy and my right ! " 

Oh ! for a mirror in which you might view 
The dashing attire so becoming to you ! 
Green, blue, and scarlet, with helmet of gold, 
Flashing with splendour at once you'd behold ! 
No flower of Eden more lovely and fair ! 

No shell of the sea 

More brilliant can be. 
Or with your exquisite colours compare ! 

And the sunshine gleams on your charming dress. 
So bright in its radiant gorgeousness ! 
No armour is yours, but soft robes as fair 
As fancy can picture the angePs wear ; 
All blending in delicate harmony. 

As the tulip, drest 

In its showy vest. 
So closely fitting, yet airy and free ! 

Oh, royal's the flash of your uniform ; 
Unhurt by the sun ! unscathed by the storm ! 
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Graceful and elegant, happy and free, 

A glorious lot is your destiny ! 

No sorrow to harass your peaceful rest, 

Ko venom to harm, 

Nor fears or alarm 
To ruffle the peace of your innocent breast ! 

Is danger near you, my beautiful bird 1 
Has a cruel designer your shrill notes heard 1 
Your talking propensities p'rhaps may bring 
A fate that may stop your prate and your wing ; 
A garrisoned prison — ^a narrow cell — 

Your capture await. 

In whose wiry grate 
YouTl be forced for ever and ever to dwell 1 

Oh fly — ^fly away to some distant spot. 

Where the haunts of rapacious men are not ; 

There flit your harmless existence among 

The wild and the free that will do you no wrong ; 

And if I never behold you again, 

I shall ever rejoice 

To think that your voice 
Is gladd'ning the woods, the hills and the plain ! 
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UNIVERSAL SONG. 

Thb universe is poetry, most beautiful to me, 
Whether it be in sunshine drest, or 'neath night's 

canopy ; 
Whether it be in verdant robes of spring's urperial 

green, 
Or shrouded in the dazzling vest of winter's snowy 

screen ; 
The volume open to my view enchants my very 

soul, 
I gaze with rapture on each page spread out from 

pole to pole ; 
I revel in the thunderstorm that stuns another's ear, 
And watch its liquid bolts of fire, and feel no timid 

fear. 
I view the restless waves assume gigantic height and 

force, 
Nor faint, if, with a sudden shock, the ship stops in 

her course. 
I love to view the cataract, whose awful wrath sub- 
lime, 
With madden'd rage, and deaf'ning din, defies the 

hand of time. 
I hear the monster ocean yell its fierce and angry 

roar. 
And feel the hoimd's excitement rise that scents the 

hunted boar. 
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As I tread the crystal casements that glaze the Polar 

seas, 
Mj heart with warmer pulses beats, impossible to 

freeze. 
I climb vdth couitige undismayed the mountain's lofty 

crown, 
And stand upon its precipice, and unappalled look 

down ; 
Nay, joy within my bosom glows, and fills my ev'ry 

sense, 
I feel as if the cords of life could never draw me 

thenca 
I wander in the woods alone — ^alone I cannot be. 
For there, where contemplation reigns, is heavenly 

poesy! 
The floweret peeping through the moss, the bloom upon 

the trees 
Breathing delicious odours — the humming of the bees — 
As, trumpeting their robberies with shrill and bugle 

note. 
With daggers drawn, they guard the gold their yellow 

bags denote. 
The happy choral of the birds that mid the branches 

sing; 
The cooing of the plaintive dove; the lithesome 

squirrel's spring ; 
The gaudy, fluttering insects, gay denizens of air ; 
The harmony and happiness, apparent everywhere ; 
The voicelike music of the brook, as, hurrying along, 
It careless babbles as it goes, and carol's forth a song, 
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As if it knew its right of path was free from very 

birth, 
And laughed and gambolled as it went, in wanton joy 

and mirth. 
I sit upon the river^s bank, and list its deeper tone, 
And mark its stately dignity advancing all alone ; 
With motion all majestic, and with banners bright and 

It kindles life and loveliness on its triumphant way. 
I hail the beauteous moonlight, and woo its silvery 

beams, 
And then, ah, then my gentle muse inspires her 

softest dreams ! 
As I watch the wings of morning their downy gold 

display, 
My heart with purest rapture beats to hail the new- 
born day. 
And when, with travel weary, the sun retires to rest. 
Mid the blaze of pomp and splendour that gilds the 

gorgeous west, 
A thousand thoughts assail me — ten thousand deep 

and strong. 
My harp, with fire spontaneous, bursts into rapt'rous 

song; 
And then, a willing captive, I ascend to tread the skies. 
And listen to the angel-strains of heavenly symphonies ! 
Thus, throughout tlie universe, I am always sure to 

find 
Some spell enchanting to my heart, or witching to my 

mind ; 
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A straw, a leaf, a drop of dew, a cloud, or wind, or rain. 
Have all poetic charm for me, a charm I can't explain. 
But sweet and gentle, soft and mild, from every 

waving tree, 
I hear the harp of fancy ring a mellow chime for me ! 



FREEDOM. 

Whene'er my spirit would upward rise. 

Its mortal nature declines it ; 
Down on the earth like a slave it lies 

In the servile chain that binds it. 

Human affections and dread prevail, 

It shrinks from treading the path untrod ; 

Deaf to the voice of the angels' hail, 

Retreats from the pathway that leads to God ! 

Glorious freedom ! 'tis that which gives 

Seraphic bliss to life in heaven ; 
The wing is weak when the eagle lives 

A prisoned state from mom till even. 

The soaring lark while she sings on high. 
Feels earthly longing's bar her flight ; 

Down — down she comes, though the smiling sky. 
Hail her presence with eyes of light 1 
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The majestic river bounding on, 
Impatient, hurries on its course, 

And, ere its ocean goal be won, 

Turns back to meet its parent source. 

The mountain top as it upward rears 
Its lofty crest to pierce the skies, 

Is dimmed and chill'd by the crown it wears, 
Though its bright head in sunshine lies ! 

And thus my soul ! whene'er 'twould spring. 
Above this world of toil and care. 

Life's chilling thoughts around it cling. 
And stop its flight and flx it here ! 



FOR EVER! 

What a kingdom God's must be 

Where the weary rest ! 
The poor and hungry, bound and free, 

Together blest 

For ever and for ever ! 

Pain and sorrow banished thence ; — 
Sin no more control ; — 

Righteousness the sure defence ; — 
A ransomed soul 

For ever and for ever ! 
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Spirits made perfect — holy — 
Even as He is pure, 

Surround the throne of glory- 
That shall endure 

For ever and for ever ! 

Hallelujahs to the Lord, 

Sing hosts of seraphim ; 

The Father ! Spirit ! Word ! 
Glory to Him 

For ever and for ever ! 



TO THE LIPS. 

Ye beauteous lips ! ye fair but wily twins ! 
Partners in pleasures — co-expert in sins ; 
Portals to folly, virtue, wisdom, wit ; 
Where lurking smiles in silent ambush sit ; 
Where Love's eu shrined, and Beauty worships it ; 
Where Flatt'ry keeps and utters her base coin ; 
And craft and cruelty in concert join ; 
Where melody is bom and music reigns, 
To charm the ear with their enchanting strains. 
Whence rolls the thunder when the brave command ; 
When silent — eloquent ! when vocal — ^grand ! 
Where passion pleads and modesty is dumb ; 
Where what has exit back can never come. 
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Ye seat of pride, and treachery, and scorn ! 
Most fertile source of ill since man was bom ; 
Fomenters of rebellion, war, and hate ; 
The throne of judgment, and the seal of fate ! 
Whose flexile bow the verbal arrow speeds, 
Nor pity show when low the victim bleeds. 



Ye dewy buds ! ambrosial, honey'd, fair ! 
Of coupled gifts the most deceitful pair ; 
Whose vermil rose exhales the softest sighs. 
While 'neath its bloom the venomed adder lies ; 
Whose slightest breath can heavenly bliss bestow. 
Or evil plant of everlasting woe. 
O'er the bruised heart the healing balsam pour. 
Or probe its wounds, but to extend their sore. 
With accents warm from Truth's life-giving spring. 
The flagging soul to its pure waters bring ; 
With kindling flame the fainting hope inspire^ 
Till all the mind with holy rapture fire ; 
Whose changing huas the rising storm presage. 
Now blanched with fear, and purple now with rage. 
As, mute and rigid, sinister and bland. 
Two trembling walls apart, ye bloodless, stand ! 
Whose bars, when closed by honour's sacred seal, 
Torture has failed their secret to reveal. 
Whose word is oft more precious far than gold — 
Than crowns and jewels — ay ! a thousand-fold. 
Beyond all human efibrts to control, 
Fountain of thought, and organ of the soul : 
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Expression's coral forge, where Language shapes 
His chain of words, each link as each escapes ; 
Or whether in impassioned strains of love, 
Or accents of despair, or woe, ye move, 
Still are ye beautiful ! most beautiful ! 
Ye subtle twain ! and Ae, indeed, is dull, 
Who shuts your crimson doors in silent pride, 
His godlike store of mental gifts to hide. 



TO A YOUNG POET. 

Beautiful Genius ! will thy future be 
The usual blighted path that poets see % 
Will all thy ardent feelings' sacred springs 
Be wrung by suffering from neglected strings % 
Will hope and joy and fame — which now thou hast, 
Wither and fade 'neath Envy's freezing blast % 
Or sin so taint the fountain of thy thought. 
That heav'n shall cease to hear the songs it taught % 
Will the bright wreath that now thy temples binds, 
The soul-inspiring praise, from hearts and minds. 
Like the fair cloud that glories all the east 
Melt in the beam that gilds its rosy breast % 
Will truth and all thy exquisite appeal 
To thoughts men seldom utter, but must feel — 
From thy young mind the strains of good that flow- 
The heart-improving words we worship so — 
Will these ere change to less of grace and love. 
Than what illumine now thy throne of life above % 
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May'st thou, sweet bard ! in all thy hopes succeed ! 
The hearts awake to truth, thou makest bleed ! 
Whatever thy career in life may be, 
May sinless pleasures round thy pathway flee, 
And with their wing'd caresses fan thy soul 
With genius* spicy gales, as years shall roll ! 
Bright is the promise of thy early dawn, 
Already seem the proudest honours won. 
And, ere thy twentieth summer sun is gone ! 



Angels of hallowed being ! 'neith your wings, 
Shelter this youthful songster as he springs ! 
Few have we here with such a magic force. 
Can paint, in such pure light, your own bright course. 
Sweetly he prints again what care has riven 
From our worn hearts, fair miniatures of heav*n ! 
And stamps in tempting forms, new shapes of bliss, 
That dwell in endless life, and fade in this ; 
Death's phial of drugs with chemist art he's sti-ained, 
And all hell's ghastly horrors well explained ! 
Those languid thoughts of praise, that dimly seem 
The purposeless effusions of a dream. 
He clothes with strength, as shining gems of light. 
To laud, and glorify the God of might ! 

Drawn is the veil of dark futurity ! 
No human eye a future state may see ! 
As fall the crimson curtains of tlie west. 
Thus may we hope the morrow will be blessed. 
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TO LUCY BELL, 

In. acknowiedgment of some Drawinjs she sent to my Children, 

My deabest Lucy, — 

If IVe time, 
111 give for your sweet drawings, rhyme. 
And thank you for the effort made 
To cast a sunbeam 'cross our shada 
And well 'twould have rewarded you, 
To hear and see the praise they drew 
From Self & Co., as ev'ry one 
Was viewed, and then commented on. 

" Oh ! dear mamma ! look here ! see this ! 
How natural the grouping is ! 
The hair with roses, and the bonnet 
With the feather drooping on it ! 
What pretty feet for walking, 'ma ! 
And little girls ! ah, ah, ah, ah ! 
Look at the turbaned lady's gown ! 
And footman's liV'ry, blue and brown ! 
The couple — arm in arm, going out ; 
And that grand figure, tall and stout ! 
The lady of the house no doubt ! 
See ! there she is again in green, 
As dignified as any queen ! 
The little girls with curling hair. 
Are dressed like us, I do declare ; 

I 
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Those two in scarlet and in yellow, 
Leaning on that dashing fellow, 
Look very natural to me ! 
How clever cousin Luce must be ! 
The drawing-party — capital ! 
The carnage waits — I see it all ! 
Those ladies, sitting side by side, 
Are Lucy Bell and Annie Hyde ; 
That's Uncle Bell, you may depend, 
Standing beside, with whip in hand ; 
And there's Aunt Anna in the pink, 
She looks so very kind, I think ! " 

• • • • • 

Thus, and thus, the group ran on ; 
How nicely coloured and well done ; 
What grace was here, and there, what fun ! 
In truth, dear Lucy, I must say, 
They please me vastly ev*ry way ; 
And if you cultivate your taste. 
Your talent will not idly w^te ; 
For though it seem to you amusement, 
It surely must be for some use meant ; 
So keep in mind this maxim true, 
That nature^ 8 gifts are fortune^ s too ! 

• • • • • 

Now then, my love, I am anxious to tell 
Wliat news I can find ere I take my farewell. 
Our auntie is better ; her eyes blight and clear. 
And Janie quite well, you'll be happy to hear. 
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We meet very often, a pleasure to me, 
To give my opinions, sam ceremonie. 
We speculate greatly on railroad concerns, 
On which I must tell you, our station now turns. 
The question is not yet decided, you know, 
"To be or not to be" is still all the go. 
Enough ! let me quickly my termmtis add, 
Or you'll say I have chos'n a line that is bad. 
Omissions and errors I pray you'll excuse, 
Having travelled at top of my speed by the miise, 
And have but a moment to bid you adieu, 
And deliver the thanks and love sent to you, 
Which all, with loud chorus, request me to do 1 

With cordial affection to dearest mamma, 
And, hoping he's better, the same to papa ; 
And Annie, pray do not omit her, my dear. 
Or self, without scruple take Benjamin's share, 
And believe me, in ev'ry kind sense of farewell, 
Your truly affectionate aunt, 

C. £. Xi. 



THE HARP. 

Come, seek for the harp of the muse with me, 
The friend and delight of humanity ; 

The turmoil and strife 

Of this mortal life, 
Are soothed by the tones of its minstrelsy ! 
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I love in thought to go round the world, 
To float o'er the ocean with sails unfurled, 

To struggle and fight 

Through the storm at night, 
And see the wild billows like serpents curled. 

I have climb'd the steep of the mountain wild ; 
I have watched the scene when all nature smiled ; 

In the floweret's bloom, 

In the forest's gloom, 
I have sought the harp like a little child. 

I have heard the waves from their shelly halls, 
Echo music sweet in their leaps and falls ; 

I've list to their sound, 

And their voice profound. 
Proclaimed of the harp on their coral walls. 

In the roar of winds, in the rushing stream ; 
In the thunder's burst, in the lightning's gleam ; 

In the grateful balm 

Of the sudden calm. 
Its spirit inspires the loftiest dream ! 

I gaze on the beautiful worlds that glow, 
Like sparkling gems on dark midnight's brow ; 

And their orbs so bright 

With celestial light, 
Are linked by the harp to the earth below. 
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In winter, though mournful its aspect seems, 
There's poetic charm in its wildest gleams ; 

Attraction so strong 

To the child of song, 
That his soul delights in its fancy dreams. 

When morning breaks over a drowsy world 
With its crimson banners of light unfurled, 

And the mists of night 

Wrap each sleepy height. 
And white smoke over the village is curled — 

When man going forth hails with joy the scene. 
And the flocks and herds seek the pastures green — 

Where the streamlets rush, 

And the fountains gush. 
The muse in her freshest garment is seen ! 

In sorrow's chambers of labour and pain. 
Where genius pines without hope or gain ; 

Where poverty's coH 

All its efforts foil, 
rCis there you may hear its holiest strain ! 

And there, where meek woman with humble love. 
Breathes gently intense to the throne above 

All her soul's deep grief — 

Seeking there relief — 
Its pathetic strains all my feelings move ! 
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In childhood's melodious mirth and glee, 
Its silvery chime rings forth merrily ; 

A smile, or a word, 

Trills its silent chord, 
And potent the spell of its witchery ! 

Mid the festal scene and the fair array 
Of the bridal /Ite on a marriage day ; 

"When a youthful pair 

Are both blessed and fair, 
With the joyful peal I can hear it play ! 

When the blaze of sunlight has died away, 
And the queen of night has majestic sway ; 

When she melts all love 

From her throne above, 
And the nightingale tunes her thrilling lay — 

In that bower beneath, with its trellised sweets. 
Where the bashful maiden her lover meets — 

When their arms entwine 

With a love divine, 
A passion of song all my senses greets ! 

In sweet summer's sigh ; in the joyous spring ; 
In fair autumn's train does the angel slug ; 

Around and above. 

In the vale and grove, 
'Tis the light and the joy of my wandering ! 
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THE CAPTIVE'S LAMENT. 

Farewell ! farewell to those happy houi-s, 

When soiTow was all unknown ; 
Their light is quenched, as the light of flow'rs, 
Whose glowing hues and fragrant powers, 
Are all faded, dead and gone ! 

I drank their bliss in my bow'ry home ; 

I saw not they'd wings to fly ; 
I hailed the joys that would daily come, 
The purest and best, beneath heav'n's dome. 

And bright as its own bright sky ! 

My wife — ah, let me not linger there ; 

'Tis more than soul can endure ! 
The grace and truth, in her form so fair, 
Alas ! are graven in deep lines, where 

There is neither balm nor cure ! 

My children sweet, twining round my knee 

(Those precious ties of our love) ! 
With all their innocent witchery. 
Come back to my wakened memory. 
And all my fond nature move ! 

No more — no more with unfettered feet, 
Shall I press the grassy lawn ; 
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Nor climb the mountain, the morn to meefc — 
Nor breathe the air of liberty sweet — 
Nor chase the swift-flying fawn ! 

No more, my harp, shall I touch your strings, 

To soothe the pangs of my woe ; 
To-morrow's bright sun no gladness brings — 
To-morrow will dim the light that clings 
Around my memory now ! 



TO THE BACHELORS OF MADRAS. 

(i\ro Marriage having occurred therefor Two Years.) 

Ye bachelors ! to you I sing. 

And hope to touch love's tender string, 
A spark from Hymen's altar snatch, 

And light for each a brilliant motels, 

O gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 

My song is Love's device, 
Who does not see why you should be 

Alone in Paradise ! 

Sweet, lovely girls are round about. 
Tall and slender, and short and stout ; 

Brunettes with eyes as black as coal. 
And charming blondes all life and soul ! 



• -• 
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gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 
You are not worth a 'pice ! * 

1 do not see youVe any plea, 
For being so very nica 

Fair Flo' she is a charming girl, 

And sports the Alexandra curl ; 
Which plainly speaks her thoughts, you know. 

And ought to put you in a glow. 

O gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 

She would some in a trice ; 
So I do not see youVe any plea, 

For being so very nice. 

There's Rosa Bell — a splendid match 1 
If you the butterfly could catch ; 

But she, like all her sex, disdains 
To be your captive without pains. 

gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 
Make haste and get a splice ; 

1 do not see you've any plea 

For being so very nice. 

That angel there — I see her now — 
Oh haste and make your humble bow ; 

She with the heav'nly eyes I mean. 
Whose graces rival beauty's queen ! 

* A small iDdian coin. 
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gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 
Why are you all of ice % 

1 do not see youVe any plea 

For being so very nice. 

The widow's daughter ! not a hlue ; 
Though a clever lass, and, erdre rums, 

Would keep your household without strife- 
Ay ! she's the one, sirs, for a wife ! 

O gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 

She's a jewel beyond price 1 
So I'm sure you'll see you have no plea 

For being so very nica 

The judge's darling — ^what a prize ! 

No lack of sense, and oh, my eyes ! 
With lacs of bright rupees, and more — 

Good expectations by the score ! 

O gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 

You nibble just like mice ; 
You think you see a trap for ye, 

In ev'ry girl that's nice. 

I must not leave that fair one out 
You meet at ev'ry ball and rout ; 

She'd make the sweetest, loveliest bride, 
A darling wife, your joy and pride ! 
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gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 
Why keep to cards and dice ? 

1 do not see why you should be, 

Wedded to such a vice ! 

There's one — her name— excuse me, pray ! 

Be sure her lord she would ohey^ 
If once the awful word was said. 

And she was safely won and wed ! 

O gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 

A hint must here suffice, 
For I do not see why you should he, 

So very — very nice ! 

And now, dear sirs, I'll end my song, 
And hope you will not think it wrong 

Thus to attack the whiskered swells, 
And try to make them ring the belles ! 

O gentlemen ! O gentlemen ! 

Pray take my good advice, 
And then you'll see you had no plea, 

For being so very nice ! 
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THE VILLAGE WEDDING. 

Hare ! the village bells are ringing ; 

Some happy youth has won his lass ; 
See — young girls sweet flowers are flinging, 

O^er the ground they both will pass. 

He^ like the radiant sun at morning ! 

SUe^ like the blushing day appears ! 
His bright and glorious brow adorning 

The modest lustre of her tears ! 

Blest pair ! may thus their path be ever ! 

Their virtues sweetest flowers fling ! 
And when their hearts unite for ever, 

May peals of joy through heaven ring ! 



BELLS. 

Oh, when I listen to you, gentle bells ! 

Pealing your tones of joyous melody, 
The springs of thought from mem^ry^s hidden wells, 

Flow with your tide of sweetest harmony ! 
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'Tis when the shadows steal along the plains, 
And twilight dims the splendour of the day, 

I love to listen to your melting strains, 

That on the swelling breeze float soft away. 

Then will my fancy back to childhood fly. 

When careless joy, unchecked, was all my own. 

When Love's fond eyes smiled on me like the sky. 
And the dark shades of life were all unknown. 

When with felicity, bom of your sound, 

I'd sit beneath your clamorous, jingling chime ; 

Or, with a careless mirth, on tablet bound. 
Singing my nurs'ry fables to your time. 

Peal on, familiar bells, peal gently on ! 

Pour your wild sea of music o'er my heart ; 
Murmur of those beloved ones who are gone. 

While wakened mem'ry makes the tear-drop start. 

Calmly beneath your stunning clang they sleep. 
No more to hear its transitory strain. 

While on the airy wave, sonorous, deep, 
Echo repeats the thund'ring chime again. 

Tis to the aged your merry changes ring 

With sadden'd cadence touching all the heart, 

Whose tranquil wells of feeling softly spring, 
And to their melody fond words impart ! 
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Ah ! thus to me your wild vocifrous gash, 
When on my ear its hurried music rings ; 

Life seems again in all its maiden blush, 

And to my mind its sacred memories brings 1 



THE DEATH OF A BETROTHED. 

He's gone ! and with him too have flown 

Bright hopes and joys I dreamt might bloom ; 

But hopes are bubbles only blown 
To light our footsteps to the tomb ; 

They rise and shine and float away, 

And burst when they appear most gay ! 

Since he has gone, my harp has hung 

Neglected — silent ev'ry string ; 
Songs cease to please I oft have sung, 

Or to my soul but sadness bring ; 
Their tones reminding me of hours 
I passed with him in summer bowers. 

What happy joy inspired our minds ! 

What confidence in future bliss ! 
We thought what love enjoined, it binds. 

That he was mine and / was his ; 
But now the fatal error's shown — 
11^ s gone and / am left alone ! 
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Nor can I yet believe the tale, 

That one so loved and good and true, 

Has passed death^s mysterious vale. 
And sighed to me his last adieu ; 

Still in my heart I feel he lives. 

And to each thought his form he gives ! 

Oh grief most potent of distress ! 

Oh anguish quick and full of woe ! 
Words cannot paint your bitterness ! 

Tears, all in vain, in torrents flow ! 
The cares of daily life I see, 
Like motes in sunshine seem to me. 



On being told by a Believer in Spirit-rapping that 
the Invisible Agent pronounced Me to be 
one of the Lord's Lambs. 

" One of the Lord^s lambs," said a silent voice ; 
Oh ! how my heart leapt up and did rejoice ! 
What is the world — the dearest ties on earth. 
Compared to this — my souVs immortal birth ? 
A thousand years of deep despair and pain. 
Ten thousand more, I'd live such bliss to gain ! 
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** One of the Lord^s lambs ! " Can it be revealed, 
That awful judgment Mercy has concealed, 
Lest finite nature should its trial spurn, 
And from its social burden madly turn, 
Seeking to taste those heav'nly raptures, where 
Nor sin, nor pleasure, can the soul ensnare % 

** One of the Lord's lambs \ " Ay, if 'neath the wing 
Of His shelt'ring love. Shepherd, God and King ! 
7/ seeking only what is pure and good ; — 
7/* by His spirit changed — cleansed by His blood ! — 
i/*with the lamp of Truth this path be trod. 
Then shall I be a ransomed lamb of God ! 



TEARS. 

Is not the sympathetic tear 

The brighest jewel man can wear. 

Or mortals wish to gain \ 
When feeling's gentle water flows. 
Into its wave an angel goes, 

And heals the suffering brain ! 

How beautiful the bride appears. 
Whose blushing cheek is wet with tears 
No effort can restrain ; 
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Tumultuous joy her bosom swells, 
And rings those silent marriage bells, 
Lovers music of the brain I 

When care, or grief, or anxious fear, 
Assail the heart, or death is near, 

It seeks to weep in vain ; 
A thousand thoughts disturb the mind. 
And it can nowhere comfort find 

For the poor aching brain. 

Over and over we may go 

The page depicting joy or woe — 

In vain — ^the task is vain ! 
Each sentence seems a mystery ; 
Th& heart is clogged ; the thoughts not free ; 

Confused the tearless brain ! 

Who th>en can soar to Fancy's realm ? 
Or heed her flight ? or turn her helm 1 

Or list h^r soothing strain 1 
Weary, wandVing, listless, drear. 
How sweet, how welcome is the tear 

That clears the morbid brain ! 

When others' sorrows pierce the soul, 
TJien let the tide of pity roll. 

Or fall like gentle rain ; 
And to the seared and torpid heart, 
A salutary balm impart. 

Refreshing all the brain ! 
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When unexpected news may come, 
Striking a barbed arrow home, 

Ne'er to be drawn again, 
The confluence of tears, dried up, 
The lip drinks deep the bitter cup 

That tortures all the brain. 

Wlien joy, with too impetuous course. 
Bursts on the heart with sudden force. 

Filling each bounding vein ; 
Who can arrest their tensioned swell. 
Unless hot tears rush forth as well. 

And save the stricken brain 1 

When deep remorse, that none may know. 
Prostrates an erring brother low. 

Conscious of sin and stain ; 
With prayer and penitential sighs. 
He Ufts to heav'n his streaming eyes^ 

And calms his troubled brain. 

The Magdalene's hymn is sung ; 
Prayer has faltered from her tongue ; 

Tears only now explain 
The anguish of her contrite soul, 
That no abasement can control, 

While memory rules the brain \ 

Behold that wan and haggard face, 
Where tears their silent channels trace — 
No passing grief they feign I 
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A widow mourns ! Her only son — 
Her hope — ^her staff in life — is gone, 
Crushing her heart and brain ! 

When the maniac shouts and cries, 
And with wild rage his bars defies, 

Seciired by bolt and chain ; 
If, mid the deaf ning din and clash, 
Tears should bedew the captive's lash, 

Heason resumes its reign ! 

When genius, love, and virtue, mourn. 
And merit meets with no return 

But envy and disdain ; 
The silent tears in secret flow. 
That none may pity — none may know 

The anguish of the brain. 

Oh ! who can paint the genial flow 
Of tears % the sov'reign balm of woe ! 

Life's soft refreshing rain ! 
The rock by gentle words may gush. 
And from its stony bosom rush 

The flood that cools the brain ! 

When the dark cloud o'erhangs the vale 
With burning drought all scorched and pale, 

How welcome to the plain ! 
The arch upon its breast you see. 
Can only through its raindrops be — 

Thus weeps the charged brain ! 
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blessed fountain ! what from gems 
Sparkling in royal diadems, 

Can we such comfort gain 1 
Away — away with such as those, 
They give no peace — ^bring no repose 

To the encircled brain ! 

Let ev*ry gentle means be tried 

To loose the bar that stops this tide ; 

Quick, quick, from naught refrain ! 
Lest the relief too late should be. 
Or life should go — or you should see, 

Darkness eclipse the brain ! 



SONG— I NEVER LOVED TILL NOW ! 

I NEVER loved till now ! I never loved till now ! 

Through all tlie flattering scenes of youth^ 
The promise and the vow ; 

I've listened to fond tales of truth. 
But never loved till now ! but never loved till now \ 

Oh no ! I never loved till now ! 

I never loved before ! I never loved before ] 
A thousand fond affections filled 
My heart in days of yore ; 
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And though its gentle chords were thrilled, 
I never loved before ! I never loved before ! 
Oh no 1 I never loved before ! 

FU never love again ! Ill never love again ! 

For he, whose gentle bride I'd be, 
Cares not for me, 'tis plain ; 

He's gone beyond the wide, wide sea — 
I'll never love again ! I'll never love again ! 

Oh no 1 I'll never love again ! 



SONG— CEASE, CEASE THAT SONG ! 

Cease, cease that song ! its music brings 

A thrilling transport to my heart, 
Till ev'ry pulse and fibre wrings 

With wild and agonising smart ! 
Memory with a burning torch 

Lights up the faded past again. 
Till all my senses writhe and scorch — 

Oh cease, oh cease that strain ! 

Ah, now I breathe ! Thou can'st not tell 
The soul's wild tumult, such as mine, 

That kindles at the lowest swell 
Of that familiar song of thine 1 
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like smouldering fire, still the fiame 
Within my heart is living yet ; 

And eVry note repeats the name 
I never can forget ! 



WELCOME HOME. 

How sweet these words are, " Welcome home ! " 

How glad our pulses beat, 
When friends weVe long been parted from, 

Once more we loving greet ! 
The light of beaming cheerfulness ; 

The rapture and the tear ; 
The loving long debarred caress — 

To all our hearts how dear ! 

Familiar objects stir the soul, 

And all its powers shake ; 
Back o'er the past the senses roll, 

And slumbering mem Vies wake ; 
The bosom heaves with pleasing pain ; 

The eyes with tears o'erflow ; 
The past — the past — we tread again, 

And old affections glow. 

The thought that bears a secret pain ; 
The soul's suppressed sigh ; 
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The re-awakened grief in vain ! 

The kindled sympathy ; 
Mention of those who distant roam — 

Overflow the brimming heart ; 
Words in the tumult fail to come 

The trembling lips to part ! 

But vain such shadows to repress 

The joy that each one shares ; 
The heart yields up to happiness, 

Smiles chase away the tears ! 
The bow of peace is over all ; 

O'er all its glory sheds 
Till the sweet sunshine of the soul 

Through ev'ry bosom spreads ! 



TO THE MEMORY OF MRS J. R., 

WHO DIED IMMEDIATELY AFTER GIVING BIRTH 
TO HER FIRST CHILD. 

The marble tribute bids the mourner shed 
A fruitless tear for the reposing dead ! 
Draws the deep sigh from unavailing grief — 
Applauds departed worth nor gives relief ! 
Yet does affection seize the sculptured urn, 
Stamps on its f>olished base the thoughts that bum 
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With anguish — eloquently paints the woe 

To man, such as his kindred dust may know ! 

Is he a husband % — ^parent, passing by % — 

A brother ? — child ? — alas ! how frail the tie ! 

Nor graceful beauty — youth or virtues rare, 

Can save his loved one from death's treacherous snare, 

For such were her's we mourn ; with mind most chaste ; 

And earthly bliss that few are known to taste. 

But mid the flatt'ring scene an angel past. 

And bade her drink the sweetest cup, and last — 

Maternal love ! . . . Pause here ! let sympathy 

For one short moment dim the kindling eye ! 



Too quickly gushed the sweet tumultuous joy ! 
A smile of heavenly rapture hailed her boy ! 
A few brief words expressed her ardent love, 
She sought the Father's throne, and rose above ! 



FAREWELL AFTER FURLOUGH. 

Huahavd, 

A BLESSING to you, mother — 
A soldier's honest prayer — 

That the home so long our haven, 
May keep each loved one tlere, 
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Till time of absence ended, 

We may seek again its bow'rs, 
And with love and duty blended, 

Smooth your dear declining hoars. 

Wife. 

A blessing to you, mother ! 

Oh ! a sad, a long adieu ! 
Your daughter's heart shall utter 

What her lips refuse to do 1 
As her's the silent anguish. 

Be her's the secret prayer. 
That nought shall fail or languish 

Hound your hearth till she is there ! 

Both. 

A blessing to you, sisters — 

A tender, last farewell ! 
Oh ! never did your virtues 

Seem so numerous to tell ; 
Your silent, deep-felt sympathy, 

Through all your actions burn ! 
May heaven's sweet tranquillity 

Be your guest till we return ! 

Oh, blessings to you children — 
Choicest blessings from on high ! 

Our hearts are lingering round you. 
They break to say, " Good-bye ! " 
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Be yours the path of duty 
Ever virtuous and true ; 

Be Chiistian grace your beauty ! 
Oh, precious ones ! Adieu I 



THE SOUL. 

What is the soul 1 

A shrouded flame ; 
A sun that lights the human frame ; 
A ray of glory shot from bliss, 
And lent to man to make it his ; 
An angel soiled with mortal dust ; 
A sheath^ I sword corrupt with rust; 
A spotted lamb sin loves to slay 
When from the Shepherd's fold astray ; 
A faulty gem — ^immaculate 
When once in Christ's regalia set. 
A spark of intellect divine 
Struck from God's omniscient mine ; 
Heav'n's quenchless lamp ; though dimly here, 
To shine with fadeless lustre there ; 
Divine, supernal essence, given 
To be again restored to heav'n ; 
A precious gift ; imprisoned, free, 
An atom of the Deitv ; 
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Man's link to life etherial, 

Bright, deathless, immaterial, 

Possessed, but not retainable ; 

His title to supremacy. 

And crown and seal of sovVeignty ; 

Source of the mind's eflfulgent beams ; 

Fountain of thought's transcendent streams ; 

God's image once without a stain. 

And purified, is his again ! 

Such is the soul begirt with clay 1 
Such — till its weak fence fall away ; 
Till the last trump unlocks the tomb. 
And calls the sleeping spirit home ; 
Bids it come forth a shining light. 
Beatified and pure and bright ; 
A form of godlike shape and mind. 
Sin cannot taint, or ign'rance blind ; 
Glory and honour, peace and rest. 
Its portion ever with the blest ; 
The doors celestial open wide. 
And loud hosannas hail the bride ; 
Ten thousand songs in transpoi-t roll — 
" Hail to the redeemed ! A soul ! A soul ! " 
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EARLY DEATH. 

I HAD a petted rose-tree once, 

All fresh and fair with verdant spring ; 
And, as I watched its clustering buds, 

I hailed the time of blossoming. 

The young tree grew, and ev'ry one 
Thought it would bear sweet roses too. 

But ah ! so false are human hopes. 
Though fine the plant, it never blew. 

Ere the bright rays of summer's sun 

Could crown its life with grace and bloom ; 

Death, ambitious of the prize. 
In triumph bore it to the tomb ! 



LETTER TO MISS C. H. 

Dear Carrie, — 

This is something new. 
To dress my dull thoughts up in blue ; 
For the same reason, I suppose, 
That plainest bodies wear fine clothes. 
Conscious of nature's lack of grace. 
Strut forth in borrowed plumes and lace. 
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Trying by cunning art's invention 
To gain the darling, loved attention 1 

You'll wander far enough for wit, 
And common sense, there's less of it ! 
But still my dull poetic strain 
Must be indulged (we bards love rain) 1 
Imagination's sure to seize us 
When we have nothing else to tease us ; 
And it's pouring, thund'ring, blowing. 
As if the elements were growing. 
Tired of their repose, like me, 
And so they war again with glee. 
Of course they'll tell you, plain as print, 
I could not venture well out in't. 
Besides, the van don't run to-day, 
So that I must per for ca stay. 
The dolt — no, by St Nicholas ! 
I cannot ride again an ass ; 
The lasfc time that I honoured one, 
I sat like Patience on a stone. 
Hungry my Bodmin friends to reach, 
Travelling a slug's pace to a peach. 
The beast— true scion of his race. 
For stick, nor coax, would mend his pace. 
And now and then to wet his whistle. 
Would stop and crop his fav'rite thistle. 

I've little news, dear coz, to tell, 
Our neighbours all are very well ; 
Our own fireside, the same — so, so ; 
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Papa warm friends with Tongs <fe Co. ; 
Poor Nick ! he sits and reads, or talks, 
And sometimes laughs, but mostly walks. 
Dear Emma's cold is almost gone. 
And Aunt Virginia's charming grown ! 
Now, what to say for number one 1 
I'm very well — a saucy elf. 
But hate much prating about self. 
So 111 turn the subject, if you please, 
And end by asking how Jane is. 
I hope she's bade her cough adieu ; 
My love to her, and dear aunt too, 
From all around the same to you ; 
And ever believe me affectionately, 
Your much attached cousin, 

C B. B. 



INSPIRATION. 

Oh what a glorious cloud is round me ! 

My temples throb with its visioned words ; 
Fancy in chains of bright thoughts has bound me. 
And passionate thrills of awaken'd chords 
Beply to her spells ; 
Like that mystic music's melodious sighs. 

When the wild breeze swells ! 
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Beautiful spirit ! build on thy dream ! 

And let my soul be thy magic hall ! 
Fill it with light from thy hallow'd beam, 
And its languid powers to life recall ; 
It shall sing of thee ! 
Away on its strengthened and soaring wing, 

High up it shall flee ! 



POWER OF MUSIC. 

Music is soothing when the soul is sad, 

Balsamic touches to its miseries, 
It, like responsive echo, mocks the glad. 

But to the wretched mournfully replies ; 

No matter what the tone, or whence it rise, 
With memory's tide it all the soul invades ; 

Overflows with sorrow's drops the streaming eyes. 
Ere from the pictured brain the vision fades. 

Thus oft I feel ! but whether in the wood, 

Awaked by nature's voice, or on the brow 

Of some tall cliff, sole list'ner to the flood 

Whose gentle cadence murmurs far below ; — 
Or mid the mingled strains that come and go, . 

Harmonious from the vale, familiar sounds ! 

Swift through my nature speeds the kindled glow. 

Till ev'ry pulse with ardent fancy bounds ! 
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And who would wish th' illusions to efface 1 

Rapt, tender thoughts, the placid mind enfold ; 
While pity, love, and ev'ry tender grace, 

With mildest sway their soft dominion hold ; 

Few are the hearts, and poor, and hard, and cold, 
That would not give a darling joy for this. 

In which life's treasures are again unroird. 
Again possessed, again bestowing bliss ! 



ON THE REMOVAL OF A GREAT 
APPREHENSION. 

Tis past ! and that dark cloud is gone 
That o'er my heart its terrors hung ; 

That wrapt in midnight thoughts that shone. 
And o'er each hope a shadow flung ; 

'Tis past ! and all again is bright — 

Is calm as that pale flood of light 

That heav'n sheds when morning breaks on night ! 

Deep was the gloom of those few hours ! 

Peace seemed as ne'er 'twould smile again. 
And hope and joy, like withered flow'rs 

Rejected, tiied to win in vain. 
But now the storm has passed away. 
Thoughts shine again, and hearts are gay, 
And calmer, milder breezes round us happier play. 



The Harp. i6i 



THE HARP. 

I'll cease to tune my harp to song — 

To wake its strings is idle folly ! 
For if one chord but vibrate strong, 

Oh ! what a tide of melancholy 1 
Whispering to my heart, it feigns 

To breathe sweet comfort to my sorrows ; 
Nor sooner die its flattering strains, 

Than all the dear enchantment follows ! 

Take— take it hence, the siren thing ! 

No more its spell with gladness feeds me ! 
No more around my heart I'll sling 

A friend, whose charmed voice misleads me ! 
I thought, whene'er I touched its chords. 

Their tones were winged with balm and healing, 
But ah ! they only echo words — 

Sad trembling words of grief and feeling ! 



DISCONTENT. 

I KNOW not why I feel the power 
Of joy and sadness in one hour ; 
Why, when the mind should be all peace, 
Its love of life should almost cease, 

L 



1 62 Poems. 

And restless discontent invade 
The sanctuary's silent shade ; 
Stealing away that soft repose 
That o'er its holy temple glows. 
Serene, and calm, and yet there seems 
A something wanting to my dreams ; 
Like ocean's discontented swells, 
Though sunshine on its bosom dwells 1 

Life has its pleasures, charms and sweets, 
A thousand winning, dear deceits. 
Which bind the heart to all its cheats ; 
Yet while their spells are round us thrown. 
We fail to see them ere they're flown, 
Letting the worm of discontent, 
Destroy the good by Mercy sent. 
Unmindful of the lesson given. 
That nothing*8 perfect this side hea/t/n / 



SONG— YIELD NOT TO OTHERS. 

Oh, yield not to others that gentle caress. 
Nor the smile that should beam but for me ! 

And believe the fond rapture my eyes but express^ 
Is the light of my soul's love for thee ! 
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As the rose pours its sweets from the breast of the tree, 

Mid its bower of shadow and thorn ; 
So my soul breathes in silence its passion for thee, 

Mid the fears that encircle its mom ! 

Light as when perfume alone fills its breast. 

Is my heart when thou smilest on me ; 
But tearful and heavily is it oppressed. 

When, my love, I am absent from thee 1 

As the rainbow its beautiful colours displays 
Ere the world be quite darkened around ; 

So hope gilds my passion with magical rays, 
Though my heart in cold sorrow be drowned 1 

Then yield not to others that gentle caress, 
Kor the smile that should beam but for me ; 

And believe the fond language my eyes but express. 
Is the tale I would whisper to thee ! 



REMINISCENCK 

How many sad hours have I mournfully past 
In attending on sickness, on sorrow and pain ; 

When I thought that each sigh that I heard was the 
last. 
And have trembled with fear till I heard it again. 
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And how has the sunshine of youth been o'ercast 
With the dark cloud of sorrow ! the shadow of ill ! 

And my high spirits dampt by death's harassing blast, 
And the glow of affection felt misery's chill ! 

Yet though reality's scenes are gone by, 

And time has now blunted the edge of their woe, 

The pulse of affection, still fervid, beats high, 
And in colours of life fancy still sees them glow. 

For oft when at rest in the calm hours of night. 
Will reflection arise, and the past bring to view ; 

And though all be dark round yet through memory's 
Ught, 
Will it picture the friends who have bade me adieu. 

O pleasure most cheating— delusion most dear — 
Is the mind's sacred portrait of sorrow or joy ; 

Alas ! the bright vision will fade with a tear. 
And truth in a moment the phantom destroy ! 



MELANCHOLY. 

I've searched my heart out well to-day. 

And cannot find a single treasure ; 
An empty vase it seems to be, 
With all its flowers thrown away. 
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Nor odour of one ling'ring pleasure 

Remains within it ; 
A broken, old, neglected thing, 
For care, her withVing spells to fling 

For ever in it ! 

Like a dull day my spirit wakes ; 

Enshrouded, cheerless, hung with sorrow ; 
No gentle shower its fever slakes. 
Nor sunshine through the thick gloom breaks 
With joy, to usher in the morrow ; 
Nor others' gladness 
Sheds o'er the desert of my soul 
A brightening influence to control 
The growing sadness ! 

At night, when sleep should seal my eyes. 

And wrap me in its soft oblivion. 
Wakeful I lie, or, restless rise 
And watch the splendour of the skies, 
When fancy pictures in the moon 
Fair scenes of brightness. 
Without a stain — without a sin — 
To taint the purity therein 
Of spotless whiteness. 
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MY MUSE. 

My muse she is a butterfly 

That never settles down ; 
She flutters low — she sails on high — 

Is near, and then is flown ; 
A restless, wild, coquettish thing. 
For ever on the vag]rant wing 

Is this poor muse of mine. 

I see her sometimes in a cloud, 

She beckons me to come ; 
I fly to seize her, when aloud 

She laughs, and off she'll roam ; 
With disappointment stinging me, 
I turn to common drudgery 

T' forget this muse of mine. 

But when I think she's far away. 
And we shall meet no more, 

A gentle whisper, half in play, 
Tells me she's at my door ; 

With joy I fly to lift the latch, 

And try the artful jade to catch — 
This phantom muse of mine ! 

Away — away o'er brake and brier. 

O'er river, wood and bog, 
Through realms of space and seas of fire. 

She leads me like a dog ; 
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But all that I can do or say, 
Will never make the urchin stay, 
So wild this muse of mine ! 

At night, when I would sleep, shell take 

Possession of my bed ; 
Keep me with visions wide awake, 

And rack my poor old head ; 
But when her presence I would woo. 
She's always something else to do — 

This wayward muse of mine ! 

I would not lose her if I could ; 

Kor let her be less free ; 
Nor could I, even if I would. 

For she is wed to me ; 
Together we must jog along. 
And cheer life's rugged path with song, 

I and this muse of mine ! 



TO A SICK FRIEND. 

Fervently our prayers are given, 
Suffring friend, for thee to heaven ; 
Take the cup, 'tis filled with lif e— 
Filled with balm to solace thee ; 






>^ 
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The body's pain — the spirit's strife, ' ...S""^ 

Will lose their piercing agony, 
When thou with faithful heart hath drained, 
The cup memorial Christ ordained. 

Death's poignant arrow wounds thee here ; 
Sickness and sorrow draw the tear; 
But hope, and like the chilly snow, 

That melts beneath an ardent sun. 
Thy ills and fears, alike shall go. 

And one eternal Spring shine on ; 
Joys sweeter, dearer than the best 
Thy life hath known, await the blest ! 

If trembling fears assail thy heart. 
And cause remorseful tears to start \ 
\^_ Let the repentant waters roll, 

jj^^ And wash the bitter gall away ; 

'^ '> And deem not thou hast lost the goal : 

The best and purest go astray. 
So God hath in His mercy given 
Faith as the Christian's pass to heaven ! 



SIN. 



Is it sin or care that is robbing now 

My heart of its tranquil ease % 
That leaves such deep traces upon my brow. 

Stealing the smiles of peace % 



n 
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Ai|l*tlkat was sweet to my mind for yeai-s, 
Has ceased to charm my sad heart from tears ! 

Is it grief 1 Then why yield to blank despair, 

And the soul not fly to God 1 
For he hears in mercy each pilgrim's prayer, 

That this mortal path hath trod ; 
And hath said to the weary and aching breast, 
" C(yme unto me and Til give you rest ! " 

It is sin ! For still in its night of care, 

The heart looks here for relief ; 
And though the spirit be bow'd, its pray'r 

Is worldly change to assuage the grief ; 
And thus for ever on earth it bears 
Its load of griefs and its weight of cares. i,;-' 



POETICAL IMAGINATION. 

There is a pleasure in poetic thought, 

That none but poets know ; 
Tis the sweetest gift possessed, untaught ; 
Each fleeting dream 
A heavenly beam, 
That lights their path below ! 
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Tis like sweet music's charm when sweeping o'er 

A heart that sorrow feels, 
It kindles peace and joy not felt before, 
And by its strain. 
Soothes ev*ry pain 
The wounded heart conceals, 

Tis like the dew that falls in silent show'r^ 

At evening on the rose ; 
Brightening its hue — extracting sweeter pow'r — 
Stealing perfume 
From out its bloom 
For ev'ry breeze that blows. 

'Tis like the glorious dawn of gold'n lights 

Shedding cerulean day ; 
Scattering the gloom of slow-receding night, 
Gilding the hills. 
Spangling the rills, 
With its enchanting i*ay ! 

'TIS like the bow that decks the weeping cloud 

Shading the arid plain. 
When nature lies like beauty in a shroud, 
And fruit and flowr's, 
In field and bow'rs, 
Drink the refreshing rain. 

'Tis like the meteor show'r that sweeps the skies 
In flying streams of light ; 
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Gone— ere the mind can recognise, 
Or the eye trace 
Their path in space, 
Fiery arrows of the night ! 

Oh, 'tis a second mind but rarely giv'n. 

From common thoughts apart ; 
In which sweet fancy views the scenes of heav'n ; 
Where angels come 
And make their home 
To cheer the sinking heart ! 



MORNING. 

Offeb incense, lovely roses ! 

Offer incense up to heaven. 
Ere your transient beauty loses 

All the bloom that life has given ! 

Offer incense, starry jasmine ! 

Offer incense up on high ! 
Let the gentle breeze in passing. 

Bear your fragrance to the sky ! 

Lovely lilies ! wake, and listen ! 

Fill your cups with precious store. 
Till your snowy eyelids glisten. 

With the pearls of incense pure ! 
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Zephyrs, hasten tc> the fountains, 
Where the streams, in langour play, 

Tell them morning's on the mountains, 
They must spring to welcome day. 

Burst the buds of slumb'iing flowers, 
Binish the tears of night away ; 

With dewy lips, in shady bowers, 
Bid them early incense pay. 

Dark, and sullen waves of ocean, 
Wear your plumes and coronets ; 

Move your feet to dance and motion ; 
Lift your mountains ! loose your jets ! 

Sound your thunder, loud, sonorous ; 

Beat your drums, your cymbals clang ; 
Bid your creatures, joining chorus. 

Sing such praise as angels sang ! 

Creeping things, wherever keeping. 

Join the universal song ; 
Come ! no more in sloth be sleeping, 

Stir and rouse and come along ! 

Ye who are for ever glancing 

O'er the meadows, round the trees, 

Happy insects ! quick ! be dancing. 

When, and where, and how you please ! 
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Man ! come forth to life, and labour ; 

Tune your minds and cheer your ways ; 
Let your hearts be pipe and tabor, 

Loudest in the songs of praise ! 

Hark ! the choir of songsters waken ; 

Hear their matin hymns of love ! 
See ! his flight the lark has taken, 

Quiv'ring forth his song above ! 

Now then all is joy and gladness, 
Night's chill vapours melt away ; 

Earth has lost her look of sadness, 
And smiles again in new-born day ! 



TO A FRIEND IN A WALK. 

Hare moments these we both are knowing ! 

Our thoughts with holy fervour teem I 
like morning breezes gently blowing. 

Expanded by the kindling beam. 
And as celestial orbs by day, 
Unseen, pursue their heavenly way. 

Now tell me, whilst thou gazest on 
Scenes that smile so fair before thee, 
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I^ joy around thee most has shone, 

Or sorrow casts its shadow o'er thee ; 
If amid pleasure's lightning gleams, 
Thou found'st its waters bitter streams ? 

And say, if in those eyes of gladness, 
A heav'n of peace was always thei-e % 

Or if thy heart, so from free sadness. 
Was ne'er involved in clouds of care ? 

Speak ! for the moments scarcely ours. 

Die as they spring, like fragrant flowers ! 



THE TEAR AND THE SMILE. 

A TEAR, love's sign of deep devotion. 
Once from its couch in panic sprung. 

But trembling with intense emotion, 
Unto its silken fringes clung ; 

Its sudden gush awoke a sigh. 

And roused the blushes slumb'ring nigh. 

Amid the stir, inanimate, 

A smile in ambush lay concealed, 
And to the tear disconsolate, 

His magic power quick revealed, 
That) by the art he could employ. 
He soon its fears would turn to joy. 



A MotJtet^s Lament for a Daughter, 175 

Enough ! a change was manifest ; 

The tear-drop flashed with light divine ; 
The sigh, that nestling of the breast, 

Sought on its pillow to recline ; 
The blushes, losing all alarm, 
With wild delight obeyed the charm. 

Thus, with united force, since then 

Together they assail the heart ; 
Subdue with ease the strongest men. 

Claiming in conquest equal part ; 
The tear, as love's bright signal star ! 
The smile, as magic conqueror ! 



A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR HER ONLY 

DAUGHTER. 

Okoe a fair rose, my tender nurture reared. 
Burst into bloom upon a summer's day ; 

Superior in beauty it appef&.red. 

Shedding its fragrance from the leafy spray ; 

Alas ! a Hand unseen, and all unf eared, 

Snapt the fair flower and bore my prize away ! 

I mourned my rose— and oh ! how ceaseless wept, 
And traced the loving care I had bestowed 
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How from the blight and frost I long had kept 
Its early culture, that such promised showed ; 

The worm I ci*ushed that on its leaflets crept, 
And fed the sap that through its fibres flowed ! 

But now I see it beyond time and space. 
Blooming in fairer beauty than before ; 

And with such force it holds my wondVing gaze, 
That from my eyes the tears have ceased to i)our ; 

I am content ! nay, more — I joyful praise 

That unseen Hand, and that same Guest adore ! 



A SPRING MORNING. 

Open your lips ye roses — 

Open your roseate lips ! 
No longer the day reposes. 

But wakes on the mountain tips ! 

Open your eyes ye daisies, 

Opeu your bright starry eyes ! 

See where the day-beam blazes, 
Your rivals have left the skies. 

Blow ye soft vernal breezes — 

Blow softly through wood and vale ; 



A Spring Morning, i jy 

No longer the night-dew freezes, 
No longer the day breaks pale. 

Fill ye celestial mountains — 
Fill largely your founts above ! 

Pour from your heav'nly fountains, 
The streams of His bounteous love ! 

Spring like an angel is blushing 

In garments of flowing light ; 
Onward she's ever rushing, 

And ceases not day and night. 

Earth like a queen is dressing 

In garlands and rich array ; 
On her lap she bears the blessing. 

The gifts of the Lord of Day ! 

Shout ye eternal spirits — 

Shout loudly with might and main ! 
Behold the earth inherits 

The Garden of Eden again ! 



M 
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HOPE. 

A heav'nlt vision, that my soul entranced, 
Full of celestial shape appeared to me ; 

With form of holy angel it advanced, 
And cast a blessing as I bent my knee ; 

It smiled a smile of peace, and, flashing, shed 

Light from its radiant robe upon my head ! 

Sad had my heart been long, and oh ! so weary ! 

Struggling with sorrows through life's stormy pass ; 
I'd traveird far and lone, through deserts dreary, 

Nor lamp at night, nor sun by day, alas ! 
Shed upon my path one genial ray ; 
All was dull apathy and lab 'ring clay. 

But now sweet joy filled all my beating heart. 
For heav'nly hope I recognised and felt, 

Causing my fears and cares, away to start, 
And hardened nature with soft feeling melt ; 

I gazed with rapture now, and upward raised 

My humbled head, and sung aloud, and praised ! 

Oh gift of mercy ! spring of joy supreme ! 

What earthly blessing can with hope compare % 
A jewel of the heart, and not a dream. 

Whose gleams of beauty brighten dark despair ! 
Just as when storm, and lowering cloud prevail, 
The rainbow's glowing tints we joyous hail ! 
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Life without hope ; were earth without a sun ! 

A body, unillumined by a soul ! 
The sands of time unnoticed on would i*un, 

And thought's bright streams without a sparkle roll ; 
The human lot, stagnation desolate ! 
l^or aspiration's fire the mind elate ! 

What planet half so lovely as sweet hope 
Breaking with sudden lustre from afar 1 

The eye, through intellect, life's telescope. 
Pierces the thickest veil and views the star ! 

What if it be eclipsed % to-morrow's night 

May show its splendour more divinely bright 1 



FAREWELL TO AUTUMN. 

Farewell to lovely Autumn 1 

Farewell to fruits and flowers 1 
Farewell to golden sunsets ! 

Farewell to rosy bowers ! 
No more the rustic dances 

Beneath the spreading tree ; 
No more the young lamb prances 

Round meadows, wild and free. 
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No more the reaper circles 

The life-sustaining wheat ; 
No more the soft wind whispers 

In accents low and sweet ; 
Morning till late lies sleeping, 

As loath to quiet her bed, 
The clouds with sorrow weeping, 

As mourning she is dead ! 

Rising with haste, the rivers 

Quicken their sluggish course. 
Rolling their swelling waters 

With impetuous force ; 
Ocean, with arms uplifted, 

Fires loud his thund'ring guns. 
With love paternal gifted 

To welcome home his sons. 

The woods, no longer vocal, 

A silent gloom invest. 
And in their robes of beauty. 

Are now no longer drest. 
The year's fair prime is ended, 

Its pulse beats low and cold ; 
Its charms, so lately splendid. 

Are withered, changed and old ! 

Farewell then, lovely Autumn ! 
We may not meet again 1 



Fancy, 1 8 1 



For winter must rule o'er us, 
And spring and summer reign. 

The snows of time are on me, 
Their silent footfalls tells 

My soul to look beyond me 
Where there is no farewell ! 



FANCY. 

Opt with the flowing tide of silent thought 

I've musing sailed, propelled by favoring breeze ; 

Imagination's fertile fields I've sought, 

Whose glowing regions never failed to please. 

And always in ray soul sweet pleasure wrought ; 
So now, by Fancy led, hope there to see 
Some new attraction for my minstrelsy. 

What scenes more eloquent of life than they % 

Full of celestial garniture and bloom ! 
Gardens — adorned with every floral spray 

That crowns the conqueror, or decks the tomb ! 
Bright as the stars by night or skies by day ! 

Such the creations unto which I speed ; 

Such that my lamp with oil and incense feed. 

Fancy there displays her heav'nly birth. 

Warbling, in songs melodious, on the wing ; 
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And as she soars, enamoured of the earth, 
She in its praise is sweetest heard to sing ; 

In plaint pathetic, or a burst of mirth, 
Gives voice to silent nature in the grove, 
Nor ceases till it echo back her lova 

Amid its bowers the spirit dwells sublime ; 

No matter what the scenery, she is there ; 
Whether in regions stern, or tropic clime. 

The seraph sings, enchanting everywhere ; 
Filling the air with her harmonious chime. 

Her swift, electric pow'r, the soul inspires 

With quenchless light, where she divinely fires ! 

Thus, with this angel at my helm, I sail, 
Trusting in her artistic pow'r to steer ; 

Oh, with what joy our progress on I hail, 
And o'er the deepest waters, without fear. 

Spread wide my canvas to the favoring gale ; 
With pow'rs of genius, indistinct and faintj 
Presume her inspirations bright to paint ! 

And now there past across my straining sight, 
A little cloud, with gold all plated o'er ; 

It shone with opal splendour, pearly bright. 
When lo ! it vanished, and appeared no more ; 

Melting like snow, or morning's rosy light ; 
Oh ! it was one of Fancy's flashing beams 
With which she kindles up a poet's dreams 
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I feel its quick'ning impulse in each vein, 

And strike my harp, and sound its trembling 
strings ; 

Now all my heart awakes, and now my brain 
Is fired by its intense imaginings ; 

Thoughts come and go, and come and go again ; 
Like summer breezes mid terrestrial bowers, 
That steal the fragrance while they fan the flowers. 

How wonderful and vast is Fancy's power ! 

Overruling all the works of sovVeign mind ! 
She paints the rainbow on the falling shower, 

And gives the diamond the woi*th assigned ; 
She whispers in the storm — breathes in the flowers — 

Lifts the dull shadows from despairing souls — 

And Hope's fallacious flatteries controls ! 

She dwells, nor vanishes, with glorious day — 

The east, the west, the north, the south — ^her throne ; 

Revels in darkness — rides upon the ray — 

Shines brightest when the burning sun is gone ; 

Will, with the laughing winds, coquettish play ; 
Sleeps in the bosom of the stagnant sea. 
And leaps fantastic when its waves are free. 

Love's shafts she points, and seldom fails of aim, 
Nor pauses if she see her victim bleed ; 

The rustic, and court belle, alike her game ; 
Life is her battle-field — caprice her steed ; 
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The eye, the ear, the heart, caught by her flame, 
Are willing captives to her fickle wiles, 
Whether their fate be tears, or sighs, or smiles 

« 

Oh ! she's the fairy of the human sense 1 
The goddess we all worship and obey ! 

We hail with joy the light her beams dispense. 
Although with wild caprice they never stay ; 

Nor can we wish the trifler to go hence. 
For, if her presence is forever gone. 
The heart has lost its joy — the mind its tone ! 

Ah, now we see why Fancy's shuttle flies. 

When weaving her bright visions for the muse ; 

A tissue forms, rich with a thousand dyes. 
Which all her art with matchless tints imbues. 

And to inspire, the sweet enchantress tries ; 
The work's immortal ! and full well she knows 
There bloom the amaranth and deathless rose ! 



CLOSE TO THE HEART. 

Close to the heart ! I heard it loudly beating ! 

Close to the heart ! with arms around me pressed ; 
Sacred the joy — pure and warm the greeting ! 

Unto my mem'ry now and ever blessed ! 
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Silent I gazed, nor lieard the words then spoken ; 

'Twas the deep calm of an impending shoVr, 
Ere the bright drops, of love the crystal token, 

Refreshed the burning of a sultry hour. 

Though time has changed me stealing love's sweet 
madness, 

Tet does affection moonlight beams bestow ; 
Lighting my onward and lone path with gladness, 

Dearer and sweeter than the noontide glow ! 

Sweet is the chord around my heart still twining — 
Sweet, that with music oft my thoughts beguile ; 

As the deep strain of bells when day's declining, 
It lifts the gloom and kindles memory's smile L 

Fair are the flow'rs that grow by time's swift river ! 

Sweet is the fragrance that their blossoms shed ! 
We know their beauty cannot last for ever, 

Tet bear them on our breasts till they are dead ! 

Ah ! then they bloom in mem'ry's gardens cherished, 

Booted in shady bowers of the mind ; 
Fadeless immortelles ! when all else has perished. 

In the eternal soul a home they find ! 
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EXPERIENCE. 

» 

Faultless as tliis world appears, 

It is not a perfect place ; 
It is one of sighs and tears, 

With false roses on its face ; 
Turn it any way you will, 
Nought but dust comes from its milL 

Once I wished to build my home 
On its fair, attractive breast ; 

But a voice from out its dome 

Whispered, " Look not th&refor rest ! " 

Yet to it my heart was giv'n, 

Deaf to warning thus from heav'n ! 

What to me were troubles then, 
But as snow-flakes in a storm 1 

What my path through thorny glen, 
But the windings of a worm 1 

Like a butterfly I sped 

Onward as my fancy led ! 

Mountains were as mole-hills deemed ; 

Unappalled, I climbed their height; 
Pierced their shrouded tops, and seemed 

Ready for a higher flight ; 
Or, descending, rode the wave 
That had just entombed the brave ! 
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Summer s burning fire I wooed — ■- 
It was twilight to my eye ! 

Winter's piercing lance withstood — 
Though beneath it all things die I 

Pleasure ruled ! and not a pain 

Marred the triumph of its reign ! 

But in life's instructive school 
I was taught two maxims stern ; 

Wisdom's true and golden rule — 
** None 80 wise hut they may learn I " 

And what ev'ry lesson told — 

" All that glitters is not gold / " 

Thus my Paradise was shorn 
Of its gay deluding pow'r ; 

I perceived that I was bom, 
Not as bees that woo the flow'r, 

Fluttering round the blossom fair, 

Simply for the honey there — 

I was born for higher things 
Than the sweetest joys of time ; 

Faith and Hope must be the wings 
To bear me up t' realms sublime ! 

But while dwelling here below, 

I must plant, and reap, and sow ! 
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THE ROYAL OAK. 



How widely publislied, and how little read, 
Are Nature's works ! yet how plainly written, 
And how wise and good is every page ! 
Fresh from the mighty Press we daily see 
Some volume issued teeming with rich lore, 
Bearing the Author's name in type of gold, 
And printed in such glowing characters 
Of light, thgtt all who see, must understand, 
And all who understand, praise, and adore ! 
Nor any tongue plead ign'rance to translate. 
" Universal Good " is the title shown ; 
To propagate, and multiply, the laws 
Inculcated, with moral most sublime ! 
** Glory and Honour all His works declare /" 

N 
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Let us pliilosophise and search tliis book ; 
Let us seek wisdom from its wondrous page 
That will illuminate our finite sense, 
And fill our souls with rapture and delight : 
Here, from this acorn, take our lesson first, 
And trace its future destiny and use. 

Within this tiny shell, there lies the gei*m 
Of a stupendous wonder — excellence 
In beauty and in strength ! Behold this globe \ 
Examine its fair shape, and glossy case ; 
Enameird with such smooth and polished green ; 
Like painted ivory, so hard and firm ! 
The rough and closely fitting cup, in which 
It rests, and swells to its elliptic bulk, 
Is the fair bowl from which it ever drinks 
The vital current that sustains its life. 
What can it be that nature thus invests 
With such significance — such evidence 
Of foresight, skill, and care % Is it for nought % 
What can its marble structure so conceal % 
Why is its bronzed and golden casket closed, 
As if some cabinet of vffrtu rare 1 
No hieroglyphics show antiquity 1 
Or carved inscription baffles deciphering ! 
No useless ornament its grace destroys ! 
Nor gaudy hues mar its simplicity ! 
No signature is needed to reveal 
Th' Sculptor's name, so patent and immortal ! 
'Tis a sarcophagus by nature's hand, 
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And royal issue is enshrined within, 

That shall one day arise and reign a King ! 

Place it to your ear — Fancy will detect 
The mingled sounds of distant harmony ; 
The social merriment, and rustic song, 
With the light dance of simple villagers, 
Filling the breezes of the summer's eve 
With strains of homely, untaught melody, 
Gladd'ning the heart, and brimming all the soul 
With the full charge of sweet benevolence 
And sympathy. The happy shout of youth. 
Strained by exciting fun, extends the hum 
Of wild, tumultuous glee ; which, blending 
And floating with the breeze, in circling 
Waves of sound, is, to minds susceptible, 
A charming concord of delightful tones. 
Sweeter than palace music, or the notes 
Of the inspiring bugle's wak'ning blast, 
That calls to feasting, agony, or death ! 

Imagination Alls the mental eye 
With the prophetic vision of a seer ; 
Overleaping centuries of creeping time. 
It views the scene so dear to patriot hearts. 
The crowning proof of liberty and peace ! 
The hallow'd joys of rural innocence ! 
The pure, innocuous festival of love, 
Free from the pomp of greatness, and the pride 
Of meretricious wealth and empty show ! 
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A noble monarch, Britain's Royal Oak ! 
Stands out in stately stature and expanse ; 
Its girth of trunk, enormous 1 — ^its huge arms, 
Stretching in massive ponderance afar,^ 
With interlacing intricacy joined. 
Stoutly advance their truncheons, thick and strong. 
As to do battle with the wind and storm ; 
While to the genial ray is spread, in green, 
And undulating slopes, its leafy screen. 
Catching the laughing zephyrs with echoes 
Of delight, as if responsive to their sighs, 
And whispering soft return in murmurs sweet ! 
'Neath its ambrosial shade what scenes we view ! 
First, the delightful jubilee, whose tones 
But now, addressed our listening ear. 
And now 'tis night, and silence reigns profound ! 
The full-orbed moon lifting her silv'ry lamp. 
Steals slowly through the woody copse hard by. 
And pries into the bow'ry gloom that wraps 
The honoured veteran, centre so late 
Of revelry and artless mirth; and now, 
So silent, lone, and still ! But who are they. 
Who, with slow steps, and arms entwined, approach 1 
He^ all endearment, passion, hope, and joy ! 
8he^ with coy looks, and modest bashfulness. 
Yielding her heart to him, her bosom's lord ! 

O hour of choicest rapture to the heart ! 
O honey-drop in life's deceitful cup ! 
Moments of pure and exquisite delight ! 
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Sacred to mem'ry ! — source of holy joys ! 
The hallow'd seal of love's connubial bond, 
When coy reserve gives way, and the blest soul, 
Drinks, from springs elysian, heavenly bliss 1 

With such emotions, bom of love divine ! 
Entrancing both their hearts, this happy pair 
Are full ; full to excess ; mutual looks. 
And silence, eloquent of glowing thoughts. 
Confessing all ! O envious moments ! 
Rare receipts of bliss ; reason's delicious feast, 
That may intoxicate, but never palls. 
Or vitiates the mind, but dissipates 
The mists of dulness, and self-diffidence, 
And kindles latent energy and will, 
The surest instruments in life's success ! 

But hark !— r-what thrilling gush of pathos wild 
Is that, issuing with such ecstasy 
From out the gloom % It is the bird of night. 
That, unapplauded, and alone, warbles, 
In plaintive notes of touching harmony, 
Or quick, exultiug transports of delight. 
Her sweet, melodious song, enchanting 
All th' woods with her soft amatory plaint 1 

And now 'tis noon — and the hot, glaring sun, 
Pours do\^n his scorching beanis relentlessly. 
The flocks and herds seek the delicious cool. 
And lie, or stand, within its shade, in groups 
Of tranquil ease. Awhile the shepherd sleeps 
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The sultry liour away, in blissful rest, 
And happy ignorance of want and cara 

But what is this 1 What vision exquisite 
Now breaks with solemn grandeur on our sight, 
And, as it looms upon the mental eye. 
Assumes such beauty, grace and majesty ? 
O scene transporting to the patriot mind ! 
O noble proof of man's intelligeuce ! 
Let us pause here, and the fair wonder view. 
And contemplate its origin and use. 

From out this little nut, issues a fleet 
Of iron-bound, yet, ships of royal oak ! 
Great Britain's floating bulwarks of defence ! 
Her pride and boast ! Her armament of strength ! 
Her ocean fortresses, and arks of peace ! 
Her winged messengers from pole, to pole ! 
The great commercial agents of her wealth ! 
Her liberties' protectors and support ! 
Her national supremacy and pow'r 1 

Oh charmiug proof of nature's fost'ring care 
Of one, so much her glory and her pride ! 
With prescient mind she guards the tender germ. 
And cradles it in such security. 
That wet, nor heat, nor cold, shall touch its life ; 
And so infuses.it with acrid taste. 
That man, nor beast, delights to make it food. 
Thus 'tis nurtured till its glorious prime, 
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Monarch of all the forest's noble trees ! 

For beauty, strength, and stature — unsurpassed ! 

Its fund of usefulness — incalculable ! 

Its progress to maturity — ^iuert. 

But oh ! how manifold of good to man ! 

How fertile in appliance, to that end ! 

Go little wondrous seed, and realise 
This fancy picture of thy future lot ! 
€U) ! — and be first of a long line of kings, 
That shall adorn in peace, or help in war, 
Our country's cause ; whose fame victorious, 
In never-fading wreaths of Royal Oak, 
Shall be emblazoned to the end of time ! 



THE CLOUD. 

Hail bounteous Cloud ! stupendous vapour, hail ! 
Thou risest with majestic mercy full ! 
Thy sombre aspect dignified with state ! 
Thy ether fields fast filling with thy train ! 
Break forth, oh mine of wealth, and come below ! 
Thy diamond drops, polished, bright, and clear, 
Are worth ten thousand thousand crowns of gold ! 
The earth looks up, and opens her parched lips 
To catch thy crystal tide ; O Cloud, descend 1 
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Bless thy suppliants panting at thy feet ! 

The mountain, thy beloved, all pale and bare, 

Stands stricken to the heart, its life-streams clogged ; 

Its noble features — tearless, cracked and glazed ; 

While at its feet, its spouse, the river, falls, 

Lies languid, or crawls sluggish in its bed, 

Dragging its slimy length reluctant on. 

Their little ones, the playful rivulets, 

Have ceased to gambol, and are still, and dead ! 

The veteran forests shrink, and moan with drought ; 

Tbeir hoaiy heads all stark, and crisped locks, 

Strewn on the sward beneath 1 The vocal tribes, 

So blythe, and prone to song, drooping and mute ! 

The vex^d herd, rushes with frantic speed. 

And reeking flanks, and glaring eyes of fire. 

Madly exploring for the slaking flood. 

The meek-eyed flocks seek respite in the cool, 

'Neath some umbrageous tree, where, bleating oft, 

With soiled, and ragged fleece, they congregate, 

And patient wait thy generous shower. 

And see ! in yonder grot pale girls recline. 

While, 'neath th' adjacent spring's reluctant drip, 

Their ruddy pitchers stand. All nature quails 

Before the rays of the too ardent sun : 

The verdant grass faints 'neath his scorching beams. 

And all its juicy points are stiff" and pale. 

Peering at thy intent, the sons of toil. 

With eager hope, view thy auspicious gloom. 

And, fondly counting on thy burthened freight. 

Their manly breasts elate with sudden joy ! 
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Just so the merchant, after nights of fear, 
And anxious thought, beholds the far-off sail, 
And, with a thrilling transport of delight, 
Counts o'er his ventures, reckoning on their gain. 



Come then, O Cloud ! and bless the fainting earth ! 
Fill it with thy vast treasures ! Rain them down ! 
Unmeasured ! full ! a life-reviving flood I 
From thy maternal breast the fluid pour ! 
No milk and honey, half so sweet and good ! 
Our hearts shall be thy wells ! and deep and pure, 
Shall loud rejoicings from their depths resound ! 

Now do thy big drops fall ! all far apart ! 
Like faithful messengers forerunning one, 
Who comes with royal presents from his lord, 
As tokens of his love and providence ! 
Ripe from thy bosom falls the precious load, 
A sea of treasures scattVing at my feet ! 

Hence the rare gifts that till the lap of earth ! 
Hence ev'ry charm that fascinates our sight ! 
O earth, rejoice ! Till thy impoverished veins 
With the rich aqueous draught ! And ye, 
O mighty deep ! lift up thy waves, and take 
Back to thy treasuries the sum they gave ! 

And be Thou praised. Fountain of ev'ry good ! 
For through Thy mercy flows each bounteous gift ! 
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The cloud that seemeth dark, hath richest store — 
A pow'r to draw our sinking virtues forth, 
And make a desert, bloom like Paradise ! 
A broken heart, well-springs of plenteous joy ! 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

When man first broke from Nature's plastic hand, 
He lay all prostrate, and inanimate ; 
His noble faculties not perfected \ 
His virtues all inert, and will, supine : 
The breath of life just fluttered in its cage. 
And, trembling, filled, and beautified each nerve ; 
But still the creature, void of sense, lay mute. 

'Twas then two angels cleft the vaulted space. 
Winging their downward course ; celestial twins I 
Sent by the Master Mind the work to dignify, 
And give the final touch to mortal mould. 
This soon espying, they descended swift. 
And, hand in hand, alighted at the couch. 
Where lay, in silent trance, the work divine ! 

The first, a seraph of great pow'r, was Sight, 
All of celestial effulgence full ! 
And, as if conscious of the precious gift 
His sacred mission bore, his radiant looks 
With zealous fervour glow'd, beaming with quick. 
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And changeful thoughts, expressive of delight ; 

As if the virtues were all mirror'd there, 

And happiness and joy, reflected, shone ! 

While, through his robes transparent, swiftly streamed 

The sacred light of heaven — unquenchable 1 

Shedding peculiar lustre where he stood. 

The other angel, though his counterpart, 
Was even more divine, and heav'nly bright ! 
With calm, majestic step, and princely mien, 
He moved, as not impeded, or impelFd, 
By nature's laws, ethereal, and pure ! 
His flne imperial head, was circled 
With a rich coronal of sparkling gems, 
That all harmonious gleamed, and soft illumed 
The forehead's unadorned magnificence, 
Where shone the stamp of intellect divine. 
Whose beatific light surpassing blazed ! 
With sweetest grace, and condescending air. 
He looked the spirit of intelligence. 
In rosy ether dressed, and flashing robes, 
Floating, like golden cloudlets, carelessly ! 

Now both with wondering admiration gazed, 
Viewing the stately fignre's godlike shape 
With such similitude of form to theirs. 
Then, while soft strains melodious filled the air. 
As from the harps of holy witnesses, 
That all unseen, circled the godly pair. 
They, smiling, stooped and raised the massive head ; 
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And the first angel touched the closM lids 
Where lay the sightless orbs, like embryo worlds 
Cradled in darkness ! Straight they opened wide, 
And strange bewilderment their gaze expressed. 
Straining to catch the meaning of the glare. 
And separate each object all confused. 

And now, celestial Keason — Beam divine ! 
Cast o'er the new creation his fair vest. 
That mantle, charged with rarest gifts, and pow'r. 
To waken dormant intellect, and fill 
His new-born soul with heav'nly attributes ! — 
To loose the springs of thought, and elevate 
His finite nature to the style of God ! — 
The silent tongue, with tuneful speech inspire ! — 
And test the tensioned organs of the ear ! — 
His mortal life, with life immortal, crown ! — 
And feed his noble faculties with food 
Untiring ! — sateless ! — ever fresh and new ! — 
To view, and comprehend the universe. 
With all its virgin glories shining round. 
That filled his glowing soul with solemn awe ! — 
To pierce the veil of Time, and contemplate 
Illimitable Wisdom, Power, and Love 1 
To exercise his moral strength in feats 
Of genius, mercy, and self-government ! — 
To serve, and to adore with faithful heart, 
The mighty God — ^the Lord omnipotent ! 
Author, and Ruler of his destinies ! 
Creator ! Judge ! and Saviour of the world % 
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Here the bright Vision ceased, and smiled serene ! 
Then, bidding him arise, and walk, he turned, 
And with inimitable grace, and mien. 
Took his fair colleague's hand, and both, 'mid strains 
Of rapt'rous song, resought their native realms ! 



THE NEW-YEAR'S WREATH. 

Hail thou unfledged ! thou nestling of an hour ! 
Hail to thy puny, unclothed nakedness ! 
Hail ! darling offspring of old Time — all hail ! 
Thrice welcome to the hearts, and hopes of men ! 
Fain would I offer thee the homage due,. 
And crown thy advent with a poet's wreath ! 
Fain would I clasp thee to my yearning breast. 
And keep thee young, and innocent, and pure ! 
But who may stop thy course 1 or curb thy speed % 
Or pluck a feather from thy pinion's strength, 
As, with a fugitive and meteor sweep, 
Thou pressest onwards to eternity % 
Gone ! ere the mind can realise — ^Thou Art ! 

Who may behold the colour of thy plumes % 
Or future story 1 or resistless flight, 
That, as thy wings expand, outstrips the wind, 
Folding the earth in its complete embrace 
Ere lost in the dim regions of the past 1 
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Thy royal parent dead, bequeathed thee to us, 

And with dumb language eloquent, pointed 

To her past reign as the signed document, 

And sealed bond of her last act, and will ; 

A testament of legal eminence, 

And vital consequence ; wherein the vast, 

And wond'rous treasures, and rich mines of wealth. 

Her labour gained, and genius mastered. 

Are registered in text indelible, 

And left, without reserve, to all her heii*s. 

Thou beautiful unknown 1 Hope gilds thy couch 
With bright enchanting hues, and gleaming crown. 
As if man sees in thee a proper child, 
And wraps thee lovingly, with tender care. 
Watching thy young existence with delight. 
And, with exceeding joy, and warm caress, 
Offers thee early worship, praise, and prayV, 
Imagination lifts thy swaddling lawn. 
And, gazing on thy feeble infancy. 
Depicts thy slumVring vision's scenes of bliss, 
And by impulsive eagerness impelled. 
Erects her airy castles on thy sands. 
Experience, that aged philosopher. 
Whose oracles are wise, and keen, and true. 
With sage and calculating brow, consults 
His glass, thy horoscope to cast, and learn 
The good and evil of thy destiny. 
What ominous and varied shades he views, 
putting in quick succession 'cross its lens ! 
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War, Famine, Lust, Fire, Pestilence, and Storm ; 
Oppression, Madness, Misery, and Death ; 
Subtle Ambition with obsequious mien, 
And haughty Pride and gaunt-eyed Poverty, 
And dark fanatic Bigotry, and Zeal, 
"With hosts of followers in Pleasure's train, — 
In crowded prominence, and mystic form, 
E/Ush by impetuous, a mingled throng, 
All fierce and eager to play out their parts. 

But now with fairer scenes the crystal gleams, 
And goodly nature's works arrest the sight. 
The seasons hand-in-hand with rosy wreaths, 
And luscious fruits entwined, come on, 
Tripping their fairy feet to music sweet. 
All ardent to perform their annual dance. 
How nature laughs and claps her eager hands. 
As each rebounds with quick and matchless grace ! 
What glowing tints they scatter on the earth ! 
What gems, and precious gifts, and crystal showVs ! 
What golden ears they drop for man to glean ! 
And fragrant fruits and oily essences ! 
And pure refreshing streams and balmy gales ! 
What jocund mirth prevails where'er they tread ! 
What beaming smiles and universal song. 
And soft melodious murmurs fill the air. 
When Morn and Eve throw wide their palace doors 1 
Wealth, Peace, and Liberty their banners wave. 
While Genius points to new discoveries. 
That Art and Science foster with much care ; 
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And Learn ing, bending 'neath their ponderous weight, 
His precious ingots brings from golden mines, 
Stamped with the seals of Truth and Equity. 

Britannia smiles ! for, on her breast again. 
The KosB of Albion's glory freshly blooms ! 
No more its head to adverse stoim is bowed ! 
No more with Sorrow's drops its cup runs o'er ! 
But, full of royal dignity and grace, 
It glads a nation's heart, and feeds its pride. 
And pours refreshing odours all around ! 

Then hie thee on, thou young and budding year I 
Cast thick thy blessings o'er the universe ! 
Let Joy and Health and Peace thy steps attend. 
And we will call thy reign " The Golden Age," 
And with our hearts and souls bid thee " God speed ! " 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Disappointment is the common worm 
That feasts on all the fairest ! All most prized I 
'Tis the blight that kills the opening rose, 
And treacherously steals its breath, and bloom. 
That weaves its choking fibres round young boughs, 
Binding their tender buds and blossoms fair, 
In thick and tangling meshes of black webs, 



What is Sleep ? 207 



Impervious to the gladsome light and air : 

Concealing in their intricate embrace 

The embryo progeny for future hurt, 

To swarm a thousand fold in life's fair fields, 

And gardens of delight their pest and bane ! 

Who has not seen that frail, exotic plant, 
Sweet Hope ! child of credulity, its jjrey 1 
Confiding Trust, fair flowV of youthful minds ! 
Puts forth its simple blossoms all too soon. 
Caught by the first alluring beams of spring ; 
And, dazzled by their bright and sunny glare, 
Clings to the tendril promises of words. 
Not deeming they are vain, and false as fair ; 
Till disappointment's nipping frost appears, 
And withers all its imj)ulses of life ! 
Quickly that sweet companion finds a home 
In the young breast, and, with its siren song, 
Lulls all suspicion softly there to sleep ; 
Too soon, like an imprisoned bird to die, 
Tom by the fang of Disappointment's tooth. 
And leave the fost'ring bosom all unblest ! 



WHAT IS SLEEP1 

Sleep is the gift of gifts ! most prized ! most sweet ! 
The grant of mercy from offended heav'n ! 
The golden sceptre of the King of kings ! 
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Nature's great fold, where, all who enter in, 
The fierce, the strong, the wretched, and the vile, 
' Are by its mystic influence, made lambs ! 
Sleep is a shadow to eclipse the mind — 
A sombre veil, that shrouds its dazzling light, 
To give it greater lustre when withdrawn ; 
A sea of fathomless nonentity. 
Wherein the senses bathe their weary powers. 
And noble reason quaffs refreshing dews ! 
'Tis the ruling spirit of mortality, 
The friend of toil, and opiate of all care ! 
The soft embrace of a fond mother's arms I 
The downy folding of an angel's wings ! 
The wine and oil, to strengthen intellect ! 
The atmosphere of balm-bestowing rest 
To cheer the fainting heart oppressed with grief ! 
The spirit's Eden uncontaminate. 
Where dreamy fancies range in heav'nly dress, 
And the soul, all unfettered, tastes of bliss ! 
How on its velvet couch we love to sink. 
And quit the dearest joys for its repose I 
How, when distressed and wounded by the world. 
We seek its leathean pool, and, weary. 
Court its balsamic wave our sores to heal ! 

Has earth alone this mild oblivious pow'r % 
Does the moon sleep 1 The stars 1 The burning sun. 
With its untiring motion, pomp, and glare ? 
No ! 'tis this fair and ruined world that owns 
Its bland dominion ; as a willing slave. 
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"Who hugs the chain of her captivity, 
And loves the despot lord that fetters her 1 

When this bright planet from its glory fell, 
And its heavenly guardians were recalled, 
One, touched with pity, sought Jehovah's throne. 
And pleaded to remain invisible. 
To soothe the pains and penalties incurred ; 
And to portray in visions of the night, 
That bHss to man his sin had forfeited ; 
To be restored but when the gates of death 
(Those massive portals to eternal day) 
Should open wide, and let the wanderer in ; 
And the Omnipotent, with gracious smile, 
Listened to the angel's pray'r, and bade him 
Go in peace, and nought his pow'r should quell 1 

'Tis said, that then the earth first raised her eyes, 
All drooping on the ground, and wet with tears^ 
And, with a look of dimpling freshness, shook 
Her radiant locks, dimm'd, and soiled with dust. 
And with a glow that heightened all her charms. 
Knelt to her heav'nly guest, and bowed her head ; 
And wheresoever the angel treads, she feels 
The soft sensation still her throbbing heart, 
And steep her sorrows in forgetfulness ! 

Thus sleep has ever since had sovereignty, 
And none can ever lose, or wish to lose. 
Its gentle sway, all potent ! all divine ! 



210 Poems, 



OLD AGE. 

This is old age ! A slow and sure flecay 1 
A tott'ring edifice, crusted with mould, 
Failing in strength and beauty everywhere ! 
Its vaults, and noble arches, choked with weeds ! 
Its casements dark, and chambers thick with dust 
Its pillars bowed, or prostrate on the ground ! 
Its fine imposing aspect gone for ever ! 

This is old age — that ends the mortal term 
Of human life .; ilmt day, we think in youth, 
So long, so bright, so sweet ! Its pulse beats low, 
And sombre shadows darken all the road ! 
And golden vistas cheer the heart no more ! 
And the foot wearies of the toilsome way ! 
And the worn spirit hails the deep'ning gloom, 
As sorrow's garment, suitable, though sad ! 
Fond, dear companions, one by one have gone ! 
The brittle cords that held them, hanging loose — 
Jarring and trembling in faint memory's sighs ! 
Love blinds no more, and hope no more deceives ! 
Passion and Pride — those two leviathans 
Of human imperfections — low in dust ! 
Enthusiasm's fire is extinguished ! 
And imagination, that magic glass 
That colours all the pictures of the brain 
With bright enchanting hues, has failed to please, 
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Or so distorts the vagraut images 

That cross its lens, that it can charm no more ! 

Dim and dejected is the mental eye, 

Gazing with fondest dotage on the past. 

And dwelling wistfully on ev'ry spot 

That love invested with enduring tints ! 

Opinion, once so bold and prompt, now halts, 

Staggei-s, and wavers with uncertain aim ; 

While judgment tries in vain its scales to poise. 

When good and evil must be nicely weighed. 

Can music charm the ear 1 or rouse the heart % 

Or sensibility, that earliest gift. 

Touch the duU'd sense, and vibrate ev'ry nerve 1 

Has the eye melting language % sympathy % 

Where is its full and fierce discharging fire ? 

Where its quick glance and powerful eloquence \ 

No cradle now for soft compassion's tear ! 

Cold and opaque the once resplendent orbs. 

The beetling brows contract, and lowering, frown ; 

And the fair seat of intellectual pow'r 

Is plaited with thick furrows, curved and deep ! 

Scanty and lank the silv'ry locks appear, 

Shrouding the noble head, bowed as it is 

By apathy and weakness down. No more 

Can the ear be the portal to the mind ; 

Silent the outer world, and all within, 

A misty semblance of proud reason's throne ; 

The beauteous form — fit temple for a God ! 

No more, with air majestic, walks erect I 

No more, with exquisite peifection, 
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Challenges all nature's glorious works, 
For aught so fair, so wonderful, and wise ! 

What startling relics of man's grandest thoughts, 
Crumbling in dust, decay, and rottenness. 
With their proportions partially revealed, 
And evidencing genius, art, and skill, 
Can be compared to the sad spectacle 
Of the falFn angel, man 1 whom to behold 
In the full plume of his magnificence — 
Vested with all the attributes of mind. 
And towering in godlike form and grace- 
Is a rich treat for reason's studious eye ! 
But, when the scene is changed, and those perfections, 
Robb'd of their heavenly stamp, and, shrinking, 
Withered and prostrate by the hand of time. 
Crouch to the earth to hide, ah, then how sad 
The ruined temple of humanity ! — 
Tlven the heart mourns that such should be its laws ! 

Oh, what a scene does nature here present ! 
A doting mother slaying her first born ! 
By subtle poisons, fell, and sure, and deep. 
Sapping her loved one's strength, to undermine 
His ev'ry beauty, excellence, and gift ! 
That same cunning hand, that with such wisdom 
And mysterious skill, moulded and formed 
The pliant clay into such noble shape. 
With equal myst'ry working its decline ; 
A. breath — a breeze — the weapon of its will ! 
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But lift the veil that ignorance thus throws 
Over this work of woe, and weep no more ! 

Mildly divested of his cumbrous shell — 
His earthly tendencies all loose, or dead — 
Sorrow, and suflTring, threat'ning him no more — 
The ag§d pilgrim hails the goal in view ; 
And gladly doflfe his soiled and tattered garb, 
For the pure robes that the redeemed put on ; 
New health, new vigour, swell his shrunken veins ! 
New beauty tints his cheek ! Heav'nly virtue 
Fills his new being full of ecstasy ! 
And glorious youth, and everlasting life. 
Are his iuheritance for ever more ! 



DAY. 



Bright and joyous season of light and life ! 
Ever glorious and new ! Fresh and fair, 
As at thy creation, thou risest now ! 
Spreading thy luminous and golden wings 
Over the dark earth, which, cheered by thy beams, 
And animated with renewed splendour. 
Turns with bright and glist'niug eyes to meet thee. 
Timing her thousand harps to melody. 
And strewing 'neath thy footsteps new-blown flow'rs. 

Hail then, thou wonderful revelation ! 
Hail beauteous Day ! arise, and come thou forth 1 
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Lift up thy sombre veil, and show thy face, 
Beaming with rosy blush and dimpUng smQes ! 
Noiseless thou treadesb on the ether fields, 
And grim expanse, bordered with rugged edge, 
And dull obscurity, which by thy touch, 
And magic charm, turn exquisitely fair ! 

How enchanting to see thee burst the bands 
Of labouring night, and rise majestic 
From thy ocean bed or leafy couches ! 
All nature rejoices at thy wak'ning ! 
Animal life bounds with renewed vigour ! 
The feathered tribes pour forth their joyous hail 
In strains of sweet music ! the freshened herbs. 
And silent-breathing flowers, fill the gale 
With odorous balm, incense to thy presence ! 
The leafy bow'rs and verdant trellises. 
Are hung with brilliant gems of varied hues. 
All glist'ning in thy bright and kindling beams ! 
The downy mist glides from the sheltering vales. 
And hangs rejoicing on thy lucid robe ! 
The streamlets gush, and winding through the woods, 
Play on their mossy banks, and kiss the flowers. 
Ere from their shady nooks they bound away ! 
The rock-girt falls, and swelling rivers, feel 
Thy gladd'ning beams, and with exulting voice. 
And rapid steps, burst into dance and song ! 
Enthusiasm reigns ; the voiceless woods, 
Sudden resound with quick responsive bliss ! 
Waving their arms and graceful-nodding plumes. 
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They loose tbeir fragrant gums and honied dews, 
And ope their folded vests to catch thy rays ! 
From out the blooming heath the lark upsprings, 
Trilling his early harmonies to heaven ! 

Sweet songster ! oh, inimitably sweet ! 
Meet leader of the universal choir ! 

See, from their folds, issue the nimble herds, 
And fleecy flocks, snuffing the freshened air 
With renovated life, and eager, seek the plain. 
Man, with adoring heart, goes gaily forth 
To win with honest sweat his daily bread ; 
And with a rapture filling all his soul, 
Gazes with solemn thought on scene so fair. 
Fraught with rich gifts and love beneficent ! 

Thy glorious source, with orb complete, 
Now gilds the wide expanse — above — below ! 
Plating the leaden clouds with silver o'er. 
And like a new-crowned monarch scatters wide 
His golden medals with a lavish hand. 
Thy natal hour is past ! the struggle o'er ! 
And Goodness pours His blessings thickly down, 
And universal light and life abound 1 



'O' 



Such thou art, O day ! such thou wilt remain 
Till the last link in thy fair chain is broken. 
And thy terrestrial glories are eclipsed 
By that eternal day which has no night ! — 
No sun ! — and shines for ever and ever 1 
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NIGHT. 

Beautiful night ! sombre mother of Day ! 
Scarcely less resplendent and delightful, 
And even more mysteriously lovely ! 
Spectacle of wondrous magnificence ! 
Darkly as thy mantle wraps the fair earth, 
Thou displayest, rather than concealest. 
The incomparable wisdom of God ! 

Now, from the windows of my soul I gaze ! 
Pondering on thy dark sublimity 
In silent thought, enraptured and amazed ! 
Filled with a sense of awe, and love intense. 
Far — far above the dearest joys of earth ! 

O scene sublime ! — most eloquently grand ! 
Thy own deep language can best picture thee ; 
I faint — I languish — ^in default of words ! 

Thy veil is down ! — in thy maternal breast 
Earth's weary children rest, and busy life 
In tenipVary suspension is eclipsed ! 
Thy shadow dims the world, and on the homes. 
And hearts of men its influence falls ; 
Stilling the troubled sea of human cares. 
And bitter woes, in dull forgetfulness ! 

The beauteous moon, in Solitary state, 
GlideSf like a saintly queen in cloister dress, 
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Down the still depths of her celestial course, 
Ever thy faithful and most ready friend, 
To watch thy steps and mitigate thy gloom ! 
How silv'ry bright her pure and placid beams ! 
Of fairest lamps, most exquisitely fair ! 
How like angelic virtue looks she down, 
Smiling benignant on a sleeping world ! 

Far gleam the starry hosts, a countless throng 
Of matchless splendour, magnitude, and light ! 
Swift bowling though the fields of space they whirl. 
In mute obedience to the Infinite, 
And brightest shine when thou art all alone ! 
Yon lacteous zone, that, like a jewelled robe, 
Scarfs the fair bosom of Immensity, 
As if to veil the beauty else too bright. 
Passes man's pow'rs of sight to penetrate. 
Or mind to comprehend ! An arc of deep, 
Unfathomable mystery ! A blaze 
That on thy melancholy gloom soft sheds 
A tender light, and, through thy tow'ring plume. 
Flashes pale waves of everburning fires. 
Making thy depth of darkness all sublime ! 
Wliat eye unkindled can such glory view % 
What mind withhold its tribute of applause % 
Or be indiff'rent to the lavish wealth 
"With such profusion scattered o*er the heav'ns. 
Alone be held through thy transparent shade 1 
How limit its extent 1 or calculate 
The sum of such amazing multitudes % 
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How weigh one atom of those dazzling sands 

That, like a sea of gems, unceasing roll 

In circling billows through eternity % 

Studding the velvet of thy sable train 

With regal splendour and magnificence \ 

How contemplate, and not exalted, glow 

At revelation so astonishing — 

So full of wisdom and sublimity \ 

How gaze, and not with rev'rence bow the head 

In awe of Him, whose altars, thus alight, 

Proclaim the presence of the Deity % 

• 

Thy mission is not lonely, lovely Night ! 
But full of sweet companionship in toil. 
Wisdom, Mercy, Love, are thy handmaidens ; 
Minist'ring angels of thy tender care 1 
Wrapping all weary nature in repose. 
Thy soft, refreshing dews they gently strew 
Upon the thirsty plains and fainting herbs ; 
Soothe the spent pow'rs of laborious man, 
And bind liis giant energies in sleep ; 
Building the structures of his teeming brain. 
With fancy toys, in sweet delusive dreams ; 
In which his vengeful passions are subdued ! 
His envy, hatred, malice, disappear ! 
His love and disappointment sting no more ! 
His joys and sorrows melt to shapeless mist ! 
His aim, and his existence, are forgot ! 
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WISHES. 

Borne on the boundless sea of human thought, 
Our wishes buoyant ride. Inflated, wild, 
They rise and sparkle, bound, and fall and die ! 
Rapid, unstable as the ocean's waves. 
They make for port ; headstrong, tumultuous, 
As they near the shallow shore, and, breaking 
On its flinty bosom, show their impotence. 
Some bright and ardent, sink with port in view ; 
Some in their birth expire ; and some, trembling. 
Perish through a lack of strength ; and others, 
High swelling with ambition's soaring aim, 
For ever with foul winds and tides contend, 
The sport of sudden storm, and reckoning false ! 
The castles of a dream ! — th' airy nothings 
Floating wild along ! — bubbles of the brain ! 
Lamps that no oil can feed, or prudence trim ! 
Lights of the mist, restless, impalpable, 
And vain ; drawing our steps into the slough 
Of deep despond, and choking mire of ill ! 
Crops — that no culture need, or harvest know, 
But blight and mildew, canker, rot and rust ; 
Or disappointment's sickle, sharp and sure. 
That cuts the ripest prematurely down ; 
And turns to chaff the golden promises. 
That trusting hearts too credulously sowed. 
Fair, but deceitful vagrants of the mind ! 
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How BOOH does man their fallacy detect — 
Their vanity experience ! How soon 
Their magic shadows, all enchantingly 
Attract his purblind sight, and tempt him on 
To trust in phantoms and in semblances ! 
To fight with windmills that huge giants seem ! 
To speed the arrow that returns to slay ! 
To nurse the viper that his bosom stings ! 
To hug the pillars till they fall and crush ! 
In heat and battle for the bauble fame — 
To quaff the honey that to touch is death ! 

Why lurks there in the cup we fain would drink, 
Such deadly bane % We haste to seize and drain 
Th' intoxicating draught, when lo ! it mocks 
Our grasp, eluding every stratagem of art 
To realise the sweets we fain would taste. 
Our thirsty souls, with disappointment sick, 
Are torpid, but not dead, and quick revive, 
Again to venture, and, again to fail. 

As warriors, wounded, not discomfited, 
Pursue the fight with subtle strokes of skill. 
And with courage unsubdued and obdurate, 
Heedless of scars and symptoms of defeat, 
Press boldly on to death or victory I 

• 

Nor are our wishes only formed for flight ; 
As meteors of the sky, to flash and fall, 
Leaving no path or trace of their career, 
Ot ought to show their aim and origin : 
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But, with unequal light and magnitude, 

Our moral structure they illuminate, 

As suns and constellations of its space ; 

As life's resplendent lamps, to mitigate 

The deep intense of its nocturnal gloom, 

And brightest shine when darkest is its might ! 

Wishes are telegrams of intellect ; 
The invisible agents of its rule. 
That, through the nat'ral man his will convey. 
Nor is there one essential of his frame. 
But answers to the charge electrical ; 
Striking the fluid through the human chain — 
Uniting all mankind — and filling all. 
With kindred int'rest and humanity ! 
They are the numerous progeny of Thought ; 
The Jews and Gentiles of its busy mart ; 
The gold and silver of its trafficking ; 
Its notes of currency and bills of change ; 
The gems and metals of its hidden mine ; 
The dwarfs and giants of its policy ; 
The doves and ravens from its crowded ark, 
Seeking congenial food and element ; 
Its endless sources of inventive skill ; 
Its stepping-stones to pow'r and eminence ; 
Its roots of bitterness and grief and sin ; 
Its winged messengers of prayer to heaven ; 
Its links of charity 'twixt man and man ; 
Its instruments of progress in the world ; 
Its lamps of genius, and its seed of fame ; 
Its feasts and banquets intellectual. 
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Suiting all palates and all appetites ; 

Served, to invigorate the thirsty soul, 

And fainting aspirations of the mind ; 

Reason's perpetual fountains, to refresh, 

And fill with bloom, its boundless fields, 

And fertile gardens of prolific growth, 

And fairy recreations of delight. 

Where contemplation reigns and Hope presides ! 

Strip the fair fabric of the mental powVs, 
Of all desire, and what remains % A blank ! 
A mass of crude, incongruous sentiments, 
Irrational and dull, all colourless, 
And void of active aim ; like creeping things 
In mire and dark, confined and wallowing ; 
By apathetic instinct only moved ; 
Cold and regardless of a fellow's state ! 
Ay ! thus were mind, divested of desire ; 
Without the glow imagination gives. 
That wings the eagle wish, and lures it on 
To cleave the ocean's breast, or dare the sun ! 

As the lark, hov'ring o'er her grassy nest. 
With fond device and cunning practices. 
Teaches her brood to soar and sing aloft ! 

Hope's mildest breeze will waft a wish along ! 
To its soft gales its ready sails we set, 
Nor dream of dangers near ; our fears are luU'd 
In its deceitful calm. Its sunny beams 
Enchant the view we take ; and confidence 
Inspire, and, when the anchor's weighed, 
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And the full fumished bark has put to sea, 

How the eye follows, watching its white sails, 

And gliding form, so fair and beautiful ! 

The freighted argus, with top-gallants set, 

And all its canvas stretched to catch the breeze. 

Speeds onward with impulsive impetus, 

By strong and energetic force propelled. 

Nor rocks, nor storms, nor quicksands, meet oui* sight; 

We see no danger ; hear no threat'ning wail ; 

Bold in our venture — sanguine of success — 

We calculate with blind credulity. 

Upon the profits of our merchandise ; 

Nor labour count, nor estimate its cost ; 

But all our hearts to sweet delusion yield ; 

And all our prospects tint with hue of rose ! 

Who has not thus some darling wish equippM, 
And launched it proudly on the world's wide sea ] 
Who has not felt his bounding heart beat quick 
With aspirations throb and ardent heat. 
As it sped gaily to some unknown shore 1 

Like a fair angel with his snow-white robe, 
And ample wings outspread, bearing away 
A much-loved soul to its safe poi-t of rest ! 

A wish is but the rainbow of the mind, 
With hues deep-coloured or of sickly cast. 
And seldom seen but as a broken a/rch 1 
The offspring of the sun, but yet the child 
Of the dull, weeping cloud, whose form 

P 
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When either vanishes dissolves in tears ! 

Tis a chameleon that feeds on air, 

And takes the colour that invests its couch ! 

'Tis Fortune's motley suit at lotteries, 

When in the world's great fair she plays us false. 

And cajoles us with hoaxes and tomfooleries, 

Drawing us blanks when prizes we would win ! 

It is the blossom that precedes the fruit ! 

The germ of perseverance, love, and wealth ! 

The first developed principle of mind ! 

The last to quit its intellectual realm ! 

The Alpha and the Omega of life. 



DEATH. 

Death ! the deep, sublime and unsubdued fiat ! 
The licensed liberator of imprisoned souls ! 
The conqueror of conquerors ! th' inexorable. 
Unfathomed and unfathomable fate ! Arch foe. 
And dread antagonist of life ! Its armed and fierce 
Invader, horror, and dismay ! whose naked sword, 
In trembling balance hung, is over all its joys. 
And banquets of delight, ready to pierce the heart 
That with fond ardour beats ! Oh! who can turn its point ? 
Or its swift aim arrest 1 Or its approach detect ? 
Its summons disobey ? Unsparing, fell destroyer ! 
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Far less his fav'rite haunts, the squalid dens of want, 
Than the fair scenes of luxury and wealth, where few 
TJnscared, can hail with joy his trumpet's thrilling shout. 
Or haste to ope the door and let the spectre in. 
Aghast, the soul recedes, reluctant to depart, 
Trembling with self-upbraidings and remorse, or clogg'd 
With earth's affections and entanglements, corrupt 
With unrepented lusts, and blind idolatries, 
The world's besetting, and rebellious sins. Ah, there 
He revels with success, reaping his victims down 
With sickle of fine gold ! Few and far between, 
The wheat good angels glean, and small the sheaf 
The Lord of harvest gains ! 



THE DREAM. 

On fancy's wing, in slumber's regions borne. 
My soul, enrapt, the ether ocean cleft. 
Roving at will. No clog its flight restrained. 
Or its swift progress stayed. No earthly tie. 
Or rough impediment, the grand ascent 
Debarred, nor effort caused it pause. 
Eager, and full of bliss my spirit sped 
On — on through the clear empyrean waste, 
With joy of liberty sublimely filled. 
All sense of pain, and fear of death extinct ! 
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Methought the feat was natural, not strange, 
Familiar to its spiritual life ; 
Innate, as by some law original 
Inspired ; and so by calm assurance held, 
It sailed the azure vault, gliding through 
The clear and unalloyed immensity, 
Not with intellectual pow'rs impaired, 
But filled with keen perceptions all awake, 
And peering out into the deep profound. 
With curious longings for celestial things. 
As if on voyage of discovery bound. 
And eager set to sight some unknown land. 

Soon new climes of pleasant temperature 
I reached, genial with heav'nly balm ; 
Fair, golden vistas opened to my view. 
And the sweet breath of fragrant air, 
A soft inspiring effluence exhaled, 
Filling my mortal nature with new sense. 
And heav'nly aspirations, strongly blent. 
Ere I could pause, or pondering, divine 
Solution of such change, a wondrous isle. 
Bright as that glorious and radiant scene. 
Imagination paints as Fairyland, 
Appeared in view, solid as adamant. 
Yet in its hues and lustre not unlike 
To gold enamelled, rich with sparkling gems. 
This, as I approached, fair shape assumed. 
Shining with dazzling splendour, all ignite. 
It seemed, with fiame and fiery glare ; 
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Tet BO subdued, that soft and tempered gleams 
Shot from its mingled tints with charming glow, 
Producing perfect harmony and grace, 
Gorgeous in hues as the chameleon dyes 
That paint the leaden vapours of the west, 
When autumn's sun retires, and they assume 
The orange and the crimson livery. 
Of his celestial state ; as royal guards 
In massive suits of burnished mail arrayed. 
Crowding the highways of his palace gates, 
And far around their gleaming lances wave, 
Ere he vacates his grand and kingly throne. 

Surprise and admiration held me mute ! 
But suddenly the crystal rocks I touched. 
Nor feared, nor difficulty met to land ; 
But in a moment reached the giant cliffs, 
And gazed with rapture on the beauteous scene 
That, with such bright refulgence met my sight. 
Long vistas of supernal excellence. 
As if artistically planned and shaped, 
And coloured with the tint of rose subdued, 
In rival beauty tempted my approach, 
As though the avenues to fairy grots, 
Or palaces of gods ! The graceful trees 
Bowed with delicious fruits, and lovingly, 
Amid their clusters hung bright gleaming flow*rs, 
As if in nuptial harmony and love. 
Nor silent was the grove, for trilling songs 
From hidden minstrels ravished all my sense, 
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Causing emotion of extreme delight, 

And pleasing ecstasy, through all my frame ! 

The primal passion was now strong in me, 
And I essayed to pluck, and eat, to taste 
The sav'ry flavour, that, with such odour. 
The passing gale so delicately fed, 
And raised such eager longings in my souL 
But all in vain ! my limbs refused to move. 
My voice to shout ! My powers of locomotion. 
As by enchantment held, were fixed and bound. 
In fetters strong as brass ; and the fair flowers, 
So late the objects of my wondering gaze. 
No longer charming seemed ; but, changed, and dull. 
With drooping petals furled ; their lovely heads. 
In pallid masses hung dejectedly, 
And sought no more their burdened props to climb. 
Thick darkness, felt and seen, now gathered round. 
Whose presence stifling seemed. Amidst its gloom 
The lurid lightnings flashed and gleamed with ire. 
While echoing thunder filled my heart with dread, 
Shaking my feeble courage from its seat. 
Above the din, loud shrieks and muffled groans. 
In horrid chorus rose, and I could see. 
With shapes but ill defined, pale faces fixed. 
That grinned and mowed at me in fiendish glee, 
Joying to witness my despair. Suddenly 
(Oh ! height of horror insupportable ! ) 
One seized me by the hand, and forcibly 
Dragg'd me to the brink of a huge pit 
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That yawn'd below our feet ; a bottomless 

Abyss it seemed, hideous, and loathsome. 

Oh moment of intense despair and dread ! 

Oh terror, strange and indefinable ! 

With wild and frantic effort for release, 

My soul now sought escape, and heaved, and writhed, 

With the vain struggle for its liberty. 

And break the spell that so benumbed its pow'rs, 

And loose the voice in fatal silence bound. 

My spirit now no farther could endure. 
But sank, insensible, upon the ground ; 
When suddenly I woke, and, grateful, hailed 
The bliss of life ! Sweet reason filled its throne ; 
And tranquil thought, and gentle peace, 
Resumed their sway, stilling the bounding heart 
The morning beams were shining on my face, 
And all the city bells and Tower guns 
Were loud in the proclaim of victory. 
For England, now, another wreath had won, 
And all her banners waved to glory's call. 



MEMORY. 

When man pre-eminent for wealth of mind, 
And godlike qualities, was proclaimed good !— 
Lord of the universe ! — ^Terrestrial king ! — 
One rare and precious gift, amid the gleam 
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Of his crown jewels, was but dimly seen, 

And nothing prized ! — No radiance shot it forth, 

Nor rosy tincture coloured its repose, 

Yet, all conspicuous, unsullied, clear, 

With virtues marvellous, and infinite — 

Without a flaw — ^with adamantine strength — 

With rich design, and cunning workmanship— 

The gem was set ; a miiTor to the brain ! 

A tablet for each thought, and act, and scene ! 

With wondrous pow'r to keep their fleeting shades, 

And photograph their portraits on its page ; 

Whether in seraph forms of heavenly shape, 

Shedding a holy rapture o'er the mind, 

Or with grim spectres, terrible and fierce. 

Haunting the soul impressed with conscious guilt. 

Thus memory her talisman concealed, 
Till all man's passions drank their fill of bliss, 
And sorrow came, and pointed to the past. 
And counted o'er the treasures he had lost ! 
The halcyon hours recklessly enjoyed ! 
The home of fond aflections forfeited ! 
That theatre of every dear felicity, 
Unmeasured, and unsating in excess ! 
Its noble privileges lost for ever ! 
That innocence and purity of heart — 
The inner golden shrine of sacred love. 
Wherein th' Eternal sat in holy state — 
A broken altar, humbled to the dust ! 
Its priestly offices and saintly balm, 
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No more, with unpolluted reverence, 
And righteous worship, were sanctified I 
Its spiritual oflferings corrupt ! 
Its censers smokeless ! — and its fire extinct ! 

Then memory, with bright and kindling spark, 
Struck the first links of her electric chain, 
Invisible, and endless in its girth. 
Embracing ev'ry chord that thrills the heart, 
Or animates the mind ; throughout all time, 
To rule the moral world, and be the sun. 
To gild, with mellow rays, its slow decline 1 
To tip the past with gleams of golden light ! 
Hover a halo round the mind eclipsed ! 
And when old age, with filmy sight sets in. 
To gambol rotind it like a little child. 
Twining afresh, in fanciful array. 
The scanty flowers that grew along its path, 
Pale records of its few, but treasured joys. 
How does it linger on their sweet perfume, 
Drawing refreshing odours from their leaves. 
Withered, and dead, and yet the fragrance there ! 
Essence of happiness that nought can ci-ush ! 
Balm to the stricken mind wounded with grief ! 
SoUtude's benign associate and friend I 

Memory is the keystone of the arch 
On which the mental structure is erect ; 
That wondrous edifice reaching to heav*n ! 
Of nature's gifts to man, the great supreme ! 
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Whose fair imposing aspect dazzles moat 1 
Where dwell the sovereign attributes of mind 1 
Whose wise and intellectual power, 
With exquisite machinery's contrived 
To regulate the workings of the soul, 
And quell its turbulent and stormy depths. 
Or raise its latent genius to success ! 

• ••••• 

O Memory ! O potent wondrous powV ! 
if^osthumous child of Innocence and Bliss 
Reason's appointed treasurer and scribe ! 
Thought's intellectual and faithful bride ! 
Stern monitor and sharp sword of conscience, 
Blood-stained and foul, with deep corrosive sin ! 
O dread and sovereign ruler of the mind ! 
When Time shall make Corruption lord of all, 
Oh iheny and not till then, thy reign shall cease ! 



TO SLANDER. 

O Slander dread ! miasma of a breath ! 
How dost thou murder snowy innocence ! 
How like a serpent hid'st thou mid fair flowers, 
To dart, and strike, when beauty walks alone ! 
Accursed worm ! coiled round the heart of sin, 
And with envenomed fang the poison pours 
Quick through the tender tissue virtue wears ! 
Where lies thy nest 1 where can thy brood be found % 
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Thou spotted progeny of ugly Hate ! — 

Biting with barb of gall the careless foot, 

That, all unconscious, treads too near thy lair, 

And rouses thy vindictive nature up. 

To fierce resentment and malevolence ! 

Assassin — cruel — cowardly — and vile ! 

In secret armed, and fatal in thy blow 1 

Dipping thy dagger in the deadliest bane, 

To strike, in masking dark, thy victim down ! 

Infernal shaft ! Issue and breath of fiends 1 

Turning the homes of peace to misery 

And desolation ! How canst thou be crushed % 

How stopped — the raging torrent of thy stream 

Rushing impetuous from unknown source % 

Thy name is Demon ! hideous ! black ! deformed ! 

Oh ! what has life more foul, or more accurst, 

Or more divested of the primal good % 

Or more the character of Satan's base 

And hellish cunning and malignity % 

Avaunt ! thou bitter foe to happiness ! 

The broken heart's thy plaything and thy joy I 

Avaunt ! — nor let thy shadow pass my door, 

Where sweet serenity and virtue dwell ! 
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TO THE MOON. 

Thy peerless glory, gentle orb ! I sing, 
Enamoured of thy beam's enchanting light, 
Which, like a silver veil, adorns the dark 
And melancholy brow of ebon night. 
And gives her sable hue coquettish charm. 
Celestial wand'rer ! Mild magnificence ! 
Earth's fair twin sister swathed with infant bands ! 
Shed thy dumb eloquence upon my soul. 
And kindle its dim torch with light of song ! 

Silent, thou tread'st thy lonely circling path, 
Majestic, bright, and grand ! Shining ever 
In awful solitude ! Thy voiceless praise 
Piercing the vaulted space to countless worlds. 
Whose choi*al anthems sympathetic swell. 
Till heav'nly hosts repeat the sacred strains, 
And tune their harps to melody and love ! 

How like a holy vessel set apart 
For sacred rites thou seemest to me now ! 
No hand profane thy golden globe may touch ! 
No earthly mortal reach to thy high place ! 
No sinful sacrifice thy altar stain ! 
No weary pilgrim journey to thy shrine ! 
No priest, deluded, thy design distort. 
Or taint thy purity with graven gods, 
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Polluting all thy holiness with guilt ! 

A solemn Presence walks with thee above, 

Guiding thy motion with mysterious law, 

And, midst thy rugged grandeur, dwells — alone ! 

Who would recall the burning orb of day, 
When thy fair beams announce thy rising nigh ? 
Who but forgets the dazzling glare of noon. 
When contemplating thy mild radiance % 
Who, dwelling on thy calm, unruffled face, 
But feels his heart with gentler action beat, 
Stirred with deep thoughts that all his soul infuse 
With sad regret, or sweet exulting joy ? 

Though in deep shadow earthly scenes are wrapt, 
And sleep enfolds the weary sons of toil, 
Yet is thy presence fruitful of delight ; 
Love, duty, glory, 'neath thy rays are blest ! 
And science and philosophy expand : 
The fires of genius kindle at thy beam, 
And praise and prayV with holier thoughts ascend 1 

What scenes does fancy picture on thy globe, — 
Unfruitful, bleak, monotonous and baie I 
No crystal wells hide in thy caverns deep, 
Or gush in foaming torrents from thy heights ! 
Or wind their sparkling waters through thy vales ! 
No flow'ry shades imbow'r thy marble grots ! 
Or noble forests clothe thy nakedness ! 
No mighty ocean girdles thee about. 
Waking the slumVring echoes with its din ! 
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No insects bum, or feathered songsters sing, 

Or soar to thy unchanging skies ! 

No flocks or herds or cities crowd thy plains ! 

No science draws thy latent treasures forth ! 

Nor beings, semi-gods, to dignify 

Thy bald and desolate creation ! 

Nature has fled, and Time past over thee, 

Nor registered thy birthday in his book ! 

No cloud thy lustre dims, or wind, or storm, 

Thy calm repose disturbs ; but all serene, 

Like some embodied spirit heavenly borne ! 

Thou keep'st thy course, gazing with placid eye ^ 

Upon the fitful changes of the earth, 

Who, toiling with restless life, hails thy sweet smiles, 

Shedding her silent tears of grateful joy. 

And, like a cloistered lady, drops her hood, 

To shake her censered odours at thy feet, 

Whilst, like a saint, thou smil'st benignant down. 

Lamp of the desert ! Ah ! thou'rt there supreme, 
The friendly guide of travellers through the waste, 
Lighting the dubious way o'er seas of sand, 
That glitter in thy beams like heaps of gold. 
The Arab loves thee ! Trusting in thy light. 
He fearless ventures on the treachVous route. 
And, with his merchandise for distant mart, 
Treads safely o'er the blasted wilderness, 
Guided and cheered by thy translucent ray. 

Nor less thy influence on verdant plains : 



To the Moon. 237 



Turning the current of their crystal streams ! 
Stilling the storm ! Swelling the bounteous cloud I 
Lifting the fatal vapours from the vales ! 
Smoothing the ruffled pinions of the wind ! 
Curling soft wavelets in old Ocean's hair, 
Or bracing all his energies for war ! 
Or, with thy soft, enchanting loveliness, 
Depriving the huge giant of his strength ! 
Where is thy beauty more sublimely shown ? 
Thy sway more potent 1 or thy face more dear % 
When, glowing in thy bright supremacy. 
Thou walk'st the path of waters noiselessly. 
Cheering the mariners' dull pacing watch, 
With the home pictures mem'ry links with thee. 

Thou lov'st to climb the loftiest mountain peak, 
And wreathe thy temples with its virgin snow, 
Casting thy bright refulgence on its brow. 
And, on its summit throned, to glance below 
Upon some halcyon scene of rural life, 
Where the ripe harvest yields its golden grain 
With tenfold measure to the fostering hand, 
And with a smile, as if thou shared'st the joy, 
Pourest thy flood of mellow radiance down ! 

Anon thou peepest through ambrosial shades, 
Shrouding the humble tenants of the woods \ 
And with thy shining gleam, the modest cot. 
Till now concealed, with sudden light invest, 
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Gilding its tranquH indigence, where peace 
And unafifected piety preside. 

And now thou hoVrest o*er some lucid lake, 
Begirt with grassy slopes and massy knolls, 
Half hid by branching trees and jutting crags. 
Here dost thou bathe thee in the limpid wave, 
Dimpling the sleeping waters, smooth and still, 
Lapp'd in the bosom of ti-anquillity. 
And seeming all in Eden beauty drest. 
As if the treasured spot were Paradise, 
And angels lingered there in fondness still 1 



X 



, His flock secured, the shepherd pleased, beholds 
Thy ball in full-orbed glory rise, and turns, 
With quickened step, his homeward path to tread ; 
His heart with sanguine expectation filled 
Of meeting those the sharers of his lot — 
His life's supremest treasures and delight ! 
Or, it may be, that pure and sacred love. 
May all his nature animate with hope 
That she, his fond and plighted fair, is near. 
Coyly concealed by some convenient shade. 
To give his heart the transport of surprise ; 
And, as with Love's swift wings impelled, he winds 
With strong and manly strides, th' tortuous glen, 
Imagines ev*ry nook betrays her form ! 

*Tis night — a tempest lowers ! the deepening gloom 
JnvoJves a gallant ship, where brave and strong. 
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The anxious crew, await the coming strife, 
Whose terrors quail the stoutest ! Fiercely now 
The wild affray resounds ! the lightnings flash ; 
And the winds coil and hiss, like loosened fiends 
Evolving in despair ! loud roaring waves, 
Rival th' impassioned thunder of the clouds. 
And lash and grapple as in deadly feud. 
Hurrying on with maniac impetus, 
The struggling vessel's anchor, Hope, is gone, 
And Death with black distended jaws, 
Uplifts his reeking arms to strike his prey, 
SVhen lo ! thy beacon-light appears, and shows 
The frowning shore and monster breaker near, 
Which, through thy timely aid, are both escaped ! 



Such are thy attributes, resplendent orb ! 
And such the chaos of thy massive form ! 
Grand and sublime in spotless innocence ! 
Whose awful myst'ries baffle human lore. 
And dim the glass of keen philosophy ! 
Whose simple beauty ev'ry eye enchants ! 
Whose value none can over estimate ! 
Whose borrowed splendour so becoming is, 
That evVy heart is captured by thy charms. 
And thinks not of thy callous character. 
And dreadful regions of eternal void. 
But none can blindly deem thy pond'rous ball, 
A dull and useless blank, while glorious light. 
Illumes thy rugged countenance and smooths 
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Its coarse and savage features down to love. 
Smiling with mild beneficence on man ! 

Roll on, fair satellite ! for ever roll ! 
Until thy adamantine chain is loosed, 
And Huin, that last triumphant angel, 
Shall, 'mid the crash of spheres, mingle thy dust. 
And the new earth shall need thy beams no more 



THE END. 
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